








That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 


THATS YO U the highest standard set by his com- 


petitors. His product has to be good 


U “> THE ad | a E to survive—it’s as simple as that. So 


if he changes it at all, you can be sure 








he’s aiming at something better. 
where the 
That’s why you can shop so confidently, 


livin S 's Loo d! so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world?— you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 


your own back yard. 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 


WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 








Style Ne. 202— 
Rustling rayon 
taffeta sweeping 

to a full bell skirt 
accented by a glitter- 
glamorous jewelled 
buckle. Emerald 
green or pink. 

Sizes: 9 to 17 

10 to 20 


998 


Sizes: 38 to 42 
13.98 


Style No. 208— 
Rayon and nylon 
butcher linen dress 
with matching stole. 
Crease resistant, 
pre-shrunk and 
washable. 
Navy with red. 


Style No. 501— 
Zip, you're in— 
Zip, you're out in 
these crease 
resistant 
gabardine slacks. 
in royal, grey, 
green and rose. 
Sizes: 9 to 17 
10 to 20 


"Sizes: 40 to 46 


Style No. 2682—Tucked 

and button-jeweled all 

nylon sheer with its 

own matching rayon 

taffeta slip. In navy, 

red or aqua. 

Sizes: A 17 ] 238 
0 to 20 

Sizes: 38 to 46 13.98 


— Crease 
resistant 
pre-shrunk rayon 
and nylon butcher 
linen and lace. 
Wide skirt with 
inset lace. 
Guaranteed 
washable. 

Lime, navy, 
grey. 

Sizes: 9 to 17 
10 to 20 


158 


Sizes: 38 to 50 


Style No. 9070— 
Embroidered Eyelet 
cotton dress with 
scalloped scoop neck, 
daisy touched waist 
and wide skirt. In 
white, yellow, or blue. 
Sizes: 9 to 17 

10 to 20 


Q38 


Sizes: 38 to 50 10.98 


Style Ne. 180—Gay 
two-piecer, disc- 
buttoned jacket with a 
tapered skirt. In navy 
or green crease 
resistant butcher linen. 
Sizes: 9 to 17 

10 to 20 


1 238 


Sizes: 38 to 46 
13.98 


Style No. 1922— 
Pique Icing on 
dotted rayon 
Bemberg with 
wide, wide 

skirt. In navy, 
green or brown. 


Sizes: 12 to 20 


998 


Sizes: 38 to 50 
10.98 
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You know someone who uses Tampax 
internal sanitary protection — of course 
you do! 

Ask fer about it. Ask her all the 
questions in the whole, wide world. Ask 
her everything that’s been puzzling you, 
keeping you ers from using the really 
modern form of protection. 

Ask her if it isn’t as comfortable as 
everyone says. Ask her if she doesn’t 
find Tampax easy to insert, change and 
lispose of. Ask her about absorbency. 
Ask her if she doesn’t honestly feel 
freer now that she’s using Tampax. Listen 
when she tells you what it’s like to get 
rid of the belt-pin-pad harness, never, 
ever tO worry again about chafing or 
irritation. 

Tampax is willing to rest its entire 
case on what other women tell you. If you 
want to ask your doctor — fine! Just 
remember: Tampax was7nvented by a doc- 
tor. Millions of women have used bil- 
lions of Tampax! Why should you have 
any doubts about it?...At drug or no- 
tion counters in choice of 3 absorbencies: 
Regular, Super, Junior. Month’s supply 
goes into purse. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 








- Accepted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
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DEARLY 
BLVD 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am a local man here in the city 
of Detroit. My business is small and 
only two years old, but it is steadily 
growing. I am a middle aged man, 
about 5 feet 6 inches tall weighing 160 
pounds. I’m dark brown and I was mar- 
ried once, but I’m separated and di- 
vorced now. I like sports, shows and I 
also like to travel. I’m a good standing 
Mason and a member of the A.M.E. 
church. I would like very much to write 
to a woman who has excellent business 








ability and is willing to stick with her 
man whatever may come. I don’t think 
the good Master wanted me to go on 
alone. If there is a woman who can 
understand my point, please have her 
write me. J. C. Mack, 3020 Vinewood 
St., Detroit, Michigan. 

Okay, ladies—here’s an excellent mat- 
rimonial prospect! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17 and very much in love with a 
boy who is the same age. I do not know 
what to do about myself when I’m with 
him. Not that I do anything that’s con- 
sidered wrong, but if he says something 
that hurts my feelings I immediately 
start crying. He knows that he can make 
me cry very easily, but he tells me he 
doesn’t mean the things he says all the 
time. Mrs. Jackson, I love this boy so 
very much, and he says he loves me too, 
but sometimes I wonder. Please tell me 
what I should do. If you can’t put this 
letter in your column, then please write 
to me direct. I’ll be waiting to hear from 
you soon. Caroline J. Hemphill. 

(Continued on Page 16) 










Don't take chances with 


MINOR BURNS 








Be safe! Use the product 
that’s medically approved! 


Look after a burn. If you neglect it or 
treat it wrongly it might become in- 
fected. Play it safe. Rely on a pure 
product—‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 
Used in hospitals and clinics, it’s med- 
ically approved for first-aid in your 
home. Get a jar or tube today and keep 
it handy. 


First-aid tips for burns 


. Don’t “butter” a burn. Butter gets 
rancid, breeds bacteria. 


2, Don't puncture blisters—it invites 
infection. 


q Use a loose bandage smeared with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. If the burn 
is severe see a doctor. 


Reader’s Digest calls it ‘The Wonder Jelly” 


Safe, soothing—The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
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Do when Vike coye- 


Vhat kind of men do women really prefer? 


like best the gentle, kindly male? 


Do they 


Or do they secretly 


yearn for the cave-man lover who’ll bang ’em around a bit? 


WAS ON THE “wrong side” of town, 

sitting at the bar in a noisy juke 
joint. Nobody knew or suspected that | 
was “professor” Arnold Moss, teacher 
of English literature at the local high 
school and a respectable member of the 
community, so I was free to let my hair 
down. However, to one who had been 
trained to always be on his best be- 
havior, this relaxing of the barriers 
meant only that I downed one drink 
after the other in quick succession. In 
contrast to the men and women around 
me, I grew more silent and more de- 
pressed the longer I sat there. 

“Take it easy, chum, you'll last 
longer!” I heard the gruff voice beside 
me as I ordered drink number four— 
or was it five? 


Idell had both hands pressing against 
my chest as I bent over her. Our lips 


moved closer and closer together . 
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“an “Thanks for the advice,” I said 
he : coolly, annoyed at the sudden intrusion. 
2 Then, remembering the type of place | 
pr was in, I realized it would be stupid to 

16 antagonize anyone who was obviously a 
f the . ait? 
hei regular customer. So I forced a smile 
he and said, “I don’t feel a thing.” 

‘a “Just wait till you try to stand up,” 
' ba the rough-looking fellow warned. “Ev- 
pa erything happens behind the joy juice 
drink ; ‘ mr ae 

I they serve in this joint! 
le: “The sooner I get drunk, the better!” 
ound 

d I said recklessly. 

“ A knowing smile spread over his face. 
“That ain’t no way to get rid of woman 

last 9 

4 trouble,” he observed. 
se: I said guiltily, “What makes you think 
ur— 


| have ‘woman trouble,’ friend?” 

“It figures,” he replied. “Just lookin’ 
at you I can tell it’s not money worries 
that’s got your brow saggin’.” 

“So you jump to the conclusion that 
it's my—that some woman is responsi- 
ble?” 

“Well, am I wrong?” he demanded, 
then laughed and slapped me heavily on 
the back. “You look like the type who 


would let some dame rule him.” 





I had no answer; his words struck 
too close to the truth. I silently turned 
back to my drink, hoping he would go 





















away or find someone else to talk to. | Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 
stole a look at him. He was a big fellow do more for your hair than you've ever 
and rugged and I guessed that he dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color... leaves your hair soft, 
shining . . . this very day! 


worked in the local steel mill. There was 
a fresh band aid strip on his forehead, 
and he was nothing at all like my fellow 
teachers or the men in the social circles Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 

In 18 flattering shades 


a 


my wife and I traveled in. 

But my ignoring him had the oppo- 
site effect | desired. He launched into a 
© long monologue detailing his ideas 

' about the relationship of men and wom- 
en. “The average cat is so busy tryin’ 
to let women be equal that they don’t 
have time to act like men,” my com- 
panion remarked. “Maybe I don’t have 
the education you’ve got, but I know 
enough about life to know that a wom- 
an can’t respect a man who doesn’t Sfeps 1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. 2s Apply Godefroy's Lorie DB. After color has devel- 
wear the pants in the family.” fai Grice ain Godetroy's sxe wit bendy cppiceteri- send, campos heb cook, 

He chuckled and pointed to the band 
aid on his (Continued on Page 78) 
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No 
Miss Nourwoon®4?> 
Pearl centered flowers on 
24 K. Gold plated frame. 
Clear or Green lens. Reg. 
$15.95 value. 




































: a 
Ne. 311 
LACE S8E-BOP $495 
Gorgeous lamincted Genv- 
ine zy! with inlaid block 
lece, PINK crystal or BLUE 
crystal frames. 


LAL Ma GL BOPS" 


IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 


Ne. SITA 
DATE BAIT $395 


14K Gold plated bow-knots 
a rims. Block, Brown, 


Ne. 106 

style Brown Sheil, 
Steck, or Pink Peori 
fromes. 













By Gerri Major 













All with Leetheratte case 
end tens cleaner. 


D EAR GERRI: 

A young student has invited my 
19-year-old Jean to a commencement 
weekend party at his frat house in a 
neighboring college town. I cannot leave 
my younger children to accompany her. 
Would it be all right for Jean to go 
alone? And what would she need for 


such a holiday? 











“a | 


2, ~_ =<" fromes. 
\ 4 ay 7 Me. 222 


NS Seme as above in 
GOLD FILLED trim. 


Ne. $22 








——_~ 









te lo Lad 
Beautiful — of . 
and li rhine- 












Martha Green, 
Canton, Ohio 






stones on Black or Brown 
frames. Clear or green lenses. 


No. 443 $4.95 


















Dear Martha: 

By all means let Jean have the thrill 
of being the date of her college friend. 
| have taken for granted you are ac- 
quainted with the young man and 





No. 405 ° . ° ° 
DAISY DREAM $495 DELUKE BOS-TOPS $0 95 approve of his interest in her. It is 
Yellow daisy with rhinestone gsag ; A Ladies or Men rfectl f J t ke th 
center on rich black or brown tiaight top genuine optical Genvine optical two pertectly proper for jean to make te 
shell frame. 24 K. Gold zy! frame in Tortoise Shell, Zyl. Dark Tortoise —n eri l If th so 3 C t h 
plated nose piece Clear or — or ae Special wire- frames. rip aione. another girl in Uanton nas 
oF core temple. . 4 
atta tte been invited, the two should travel to- 


gether. 

The Fraternity House Mother and 
wives of faculty members will serve as 
chaperons for the weekend. 

Limit Jean’s wardrobe to what can be 





Ne. 519 No. 616 95 Ne. 515 i ; i 
men’s ‘GOLDEN . ioe nan onal 2. 99 packed in one moderate-sized suitcase. 
envine zyl, go plated oe : Black, brown, bive or pink 
eon A Ea IF eg Semi-rimless, glosses with 24K. Pee ee Dresser drawer and closet space at the 
aie, O00 $g95 pieces tipped with Mother of decorations front ond sides. house will be at a premium. She will 
; Pearl. Clear, Green or Rose 


need a casual dress and coat or a suit 
and low heel walking shoes for travel 
and sport events; one “Sunday dress and 
shoes” for a possible tea, reception, con- 
cert or informal party and one dance 
frock and evening shoes for the big date 
of the affair. Don’t forget to include 
belts, slips and accessories for the 


Tt) DAY FREE acaeeve Address eeeececccveceesescoceveeuecsoonscesesocesseoce eencsoonsccesorerscesessce ose dresses 
NA ig det hisicancsttepashtoeicet Zene...... EN ‘ 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE Be sure to (Continued on Page 56) 


Seme os cbove in deluxe . . 
GOLD FILLED trim. Tinted tonees. 






HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


E $2. 98 179 F Market St., Newark 2, N. J. 
HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
EE s Prayer Cross 179 F Market St., Nework 2, N. J. 
Please send C.0.D. Style Ne... ce 
Necklace if you send 


us ae —_ 
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new mother 


T he love that makes a doll her baby is the beginning of mother- 
hood for a little girl ... the start of love-giving that will make 
her strive and fight for the security of those she loves as long 


as she lives. 


Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of the world’s 


most precious playthings. 


The security that springs from love 
is the very heart of our living. It is a 
privilege known only in a country such 
as ours, where men and women are free 
to work for it. 

And when we live up to the privilege 
of taking care of our own, we also best 


take care of our country. For the strength 


of America is in its secure homes all 
joined in a common security. 

Let America’s security be found in 
your home! 


Saving for security is easy! Read every word—now! 


If you’ve tried to save and failed, 
chances are it was because you didn’t 
have a plan. Well, here’s a savings sys- 
tem that really works—the Payroll 
Savings Plan for investing in U.S. 
Savings Bonds. This is all you do. Go 
to your company’s pay office, choose 
the amount you want to save—a couple 
of dollars a payday, or as much as you 
wish. That money will be set aside for 
you before you even draw your pay. 
And automatically invested in Series 


“E” U.S. Savings Bonds which are 
turned over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on 
the Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you 
will have $2,137.30. If you can save as 
much as $18.75 a week, 9 years and 8 
months will bring you $10,700! 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn 
interest at an average of 3% per year, 
compounded semiannually, when held 
to maturity! And they can go on earn- 
ing interest for as long as 19 years and 






















8 months if you wish. Eight million 
working men and women are building 
their security with the Payroll Sav- 
ings Plan. For your family’s sake, how 
about signing up today? 


If you want your interest as cur- 
rent income, ask your banker about 
3% Series ‘‘H’’ Bonds which pay in- 
terest semiannually by Treasury 
check. An excellent investment. 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in 
cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
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LEMON JELLY | 
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BY DAN BURLEY 
(Author of the original Handbook of Harlem Jive) 
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Use only 3 eggs in this recipe 
since with Clabber Girl Baki 
Powder it will be as light an 
fluffy as with many more eggs. 
Choose your own filling, if you 
wish, instead of grape or apple 
jelly. There’s no substitute, 
here, for your own baking skill. 


LEMON JELLY ROLL 


Yield: 6 to 8 servings 














cedtaisettidcainaiaal 
l cup sifted 1 teaspoon 

cake flour lemon rind 
1 teaspoons \ teaspoon 

Clabber Girl vani 

Baking Powder % cup hot water 
M4 teaspoon salt Confectioners sugar 
3 eggs 1 7-ounce jar grape 
1 éup beet or or apple jelly 

cane sugar 

ontgitinenie™ 


Sift together flour, baking powder, and 
salt. Beat eggs in a bowl set in a larger 
bow! of warm water until light and lemon 
colored (about 10 minutes). Add sugar 
radually, beating continually. Add 
emon rind and vanilla. Fold in dry in- 
gredients, a few tablespoonfuls at a time. 
Add the hot water in a thin but os 
stream, folding in. Pour into jelly 
pan, 10 x 15 inches, lined with greased, 
waxed paper. Bake at 375° F. (moderate 
oven) } on 12 to 15 minutes. Cut crusty 
edges from cake; turn cake upside down 
on a clean towel sprinkled with confec- 
tioners sugar. Pull off paper, roll cake in 
towel and cool. Unroll, spread with jelly 


oe ga THE DILEMMA so 


ingredients in your home baked recipe L janie A POCKETFUL of green I was digging the scene the other bright 
that make things taste better, stay within sound and sight of Little Louie Hopp who was tied to a cop. Since I 
—— knew Louie and that he deals in “chop suey,” I was plotting a sham behind which 







e I could scram, when with a broad stare of despair, Little Louie hollered: “Look, 
Clalter Gol Bo, there’s a cat I know. 
“Hey, Dad,” he said as I mashed my bread, “I know this looks bad, I know, 
> real sad, but that’s why I’m glad. You see, this bull is pawing my wool, holding 
my thread while I play dead. I ain’t for this kick since it hashes my trick. | 
weeded him a saw but he jumps back, hollering, ‘naw, naw!’ pull him a star, but 
he called the prowl car. So, Dad, you dig, I’m behind the pig and can’t gim 
him wig!” 
(Before my glims could blink, Little Louis few me a wink. I dug from his mug 
that the bull was a bug, a red ripe square with a part in his hair.) 
But down with his spiel and capping his reel, the bull looked strange, but came 


up with this change in tempo or pace, he was cool with his ace. 


is now exclusively 
known as the bak- 
ing powder with 
the balanced double 


action 








A PRODUCT OF HULMAN & COMPANY, TERRE HAUTE, IND. 
] ) 






































LITTLE LOUIE HOPP | 


“Look, Dad, old lad, I’m running him in; he offered me a fin. He began to | 
wheedle when I copped his needle and he jumped way out when I crashed his | 
layout. He offered me the ball if I let him make a call. But I dug his stall and 
let him drop for the fall. He says he’s a cool stud and not out for blood and that 
you're his bosum bud; that when you were in school you wound up his spool; 
that you’re the same mister who went for his sister; that you'll go his bail if I 
take him to jail; that he’s no junky, he’s really your flunky; that you'll agree he 
once sat on your knee; that if I let him go, he'll flee from all snow. What is the 
smut on this here mutt?” 

Now I didn’t want to ham by taking it on the lam; neither did I want Little 
Louie Hopp to use me for a prop while he put down his drop on this very hip cop. 
You see, I’m legit and never was a mitt for a fake or a quack or a shake or a stack. 
I’m never hazy when a deal is crazy; while I cop all the strife you find in life and 
am hip to the trick when a chick needs a fix, I really whale for my mail. But I 
make like a snail when I hear the word, jail. And Ill (Continued on Page 82) 














WITCHERY 








Lace-lavished 
FLATTER GOWN 


2.98 







FLATTER GOWN AND SHORTIE SET 

. in daringly sheer washable rayon ninon, 

lovely with costly-looking lace and ruffles. 

Both in Paris Black. Both in Sizes: 32-34, 
PANTIE BUY 


36-38, 40-42. 
Of The Year 1.50 


Lace-lavished, French al- 
lure! 2-bar rayon tricot 
front — back and double 
crotch. Paris Black. Sm., 
Med., Lg. 








Florida Fashions 
FLORIDA FASHIONS, ORLANDO 557 FLA. 


8 Please send me the following: | 
1 N-9433—Gown @ 2.98: How Many. .Sizes.... 5 
1 N-9423—Shortie @ 2.98: How Many... .Sizes.... 
, N-9890—Pantie @ 1.50: How Many... .Sizes.... | 
' . 
8 REID 6.0.0. 6.0.06 200 tetccvcccnsecesenoeeveneooses 1 
DP Qs iadiscsensendseeses Zone.... State......... ' 
‘ ©) Payment enclosed. (Add 25¢ postage) t 
$ 0 C.O.D. $1 Deposit enclosed. SAVE C.O.D. FEE ‘ 
and additional postage—PREPAY YOUR 
a ORDER. ‘ 
O FREE! 1955 Style Book sent on request. 
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DEARLY BELOVED 


I have been reading TAN ever since it 
started being published and I enjoy every issue 
more and more. 

I never miss reading Mrs. Frances Jackson’s 
column—Dearly Beloved—and there have been 
many times when I have wished I could write 
to her and ask about a number of things. Due 
to the fact that she has no address, I had no 
way of corresponding with her. Where can 


she be contacted? 
Miss Alice Bush 
Washington, D. C 
(Editor’s note—You may contact Mrs. Jack- 
son by writing TAN Magazine.) 


ROY HAMILTON FAN 


I am a constant reader of your magazine 
and find it very helpful in many ways. 

I would like to compliment Mr. James 
Goodrich for his excellent story on Roy Ham- 
ilten. Not only for myself, but for the club of 
which I am president, The Roy Hamilton Fan 
Club of Philadelphia. I am sure his other Fan 
Clubs in other cities are equally as proud as 
we are, to read stories about him in your 
magazine. 

I would like to call your attention to a mis- 
print in “Hollywood to Harlem.” The name 
Roy Hamilton appears under the picture of 
Sidney Poitier. 

Thanks again for the story on Roy Hamilton. 

Miss Pauline Mitchem 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


GAL LOVES NAT 


I’m a TAN fan and enjoy this great mag- 
azine. The only thing that bothers me is as 
soon as I purchase this magazine, | read it in 
twenty minutes, and then have to wait another 
month before I can get another. 

TAN was unusually good this month. I 
really enjoyed “How Prayer Saved My Life,” 
by Ruth Brown. Also Little Esther’s “Dope 
Was My Downfall.” I’m glad she did this 
story as it might help others. 

I’m asking maybe in the near future, what 
about giving your readers some dope on Mr. 
Nat (King) Cole. Just anything. My heart 
lights up when I read something about him. 

A gal who loves Nat (King) Cole, 
Irene Moore 
Nashville, Tenn. 


TAN IS THE COOLEST 

I am a steady reader of TAN and I think 
it’s the coolest mag for teen-agers. 

I have been reading it since 1952 and I’m 
sorry | didn’t know about it sooner, cause I 
sure would have had it. 

[ want to recall your attention to the story 
“Afraid of Love.” I think that was just about 
the best story that you put out. 

Keep up the good work and I’ll keep con- 
tinuing to be a steady reader. 


) ee oN 
Lakeville, Conn. 
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WANTS TAN WEEKLY 


I have just finished reading your January 
issue and the story, “Confessions Of An Army 
Nurse.” 

I feel very sorry for the fellow in your story. 
I think the nurse started going with him be- 
fore she realized the problems involved. Per- 
haps she wanted to see what it was like to 
be with a Negro. 

The other features were fine. I wish your 
magazine could come out every week. 

G. J. Globe 
Globe, Ariz. 


MORE ON ARMY NURSE 

I have been a constant reader of TAN for 
some years. 

I enjoyed reading in your recent issue of 
TAN “Confessions Of An Army Nurse.” 
hope everyone who read it saw it as I did. 

Please continue to write stories such as this 
one. I will always be a reader of TAN. 

Thelma Bond 
Windsor, N. C. 


I have just finished reading “Confessions 
Of An Army Nurse,” and I think of Helen as 
being a very cruel person. 

If she had really loved Tommy no matter 
what happened, she would have had the nerve 
to stick by him. 

The story was enjoyed very much, but deep 
inside I was hurt because of the way Tommy 
was treated. Love is more than skin deep. 
God made us all, no matter what color we are. 
Why can’t we love one another? We were all 
created equal in the sight of God. 

May “Confessions Of An Army Nurse” help 
some other stupid girl to stay in her race and 
not lead a man from another race on, only 
to betray him when they are caught. 

Robbieteen E. Moody 
El Dorado, Ark. 


PULLS FOR LITTLE ESTHER 


I just finished reading Little Esther’s story 
on her dope addiction. I want to give con- 
gratulations to you and her on the best story 
you’ve ever printed. Hats off to you both. 

It is the most heartwarming story I’ve ever 
read. It must have taken a lot of courage for 
her to write it. I’m with her all the way, an 
I’m hoping and praying for her success. [’l 
be looking for her on records soon. I promise 
to buy them, and I’m sure all of her old fans 
will also stick by her. 

To you, Little Esther, keep pulling, and by 
the grace of God, you'll get there. There is an 
old saying, “Play square, and you'll get there.” 
Here is wishing you much success, and start 
making records again. I'll be looking for them 
in the record shops. 

Dorothy Easley 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


TEEN-AGE LOVE NEST 


I have been reading TAN for a long time 
and I think it is the best on the market. 

I am a student of the junior class and I 
recommend all my schoolmates to read TAN. 
I really got a thrill out of the story, “Teen- 
Age Love Nest.” Keep up the good work. 

Miss Louise Mathis 
Eatonton, Ga. 

I enjoy reading all TAN stories. I have 

been a constant reader of your magazine and 








I really enjoyed reading “Teen-Age Love 
N. "hd 


est. 
You should keep up the good work. 
A friend of TAN 
High Point, N. C. 


“NO OTHER READING” 


I read your TAN Magazine every chance 
I get. It is one of the most interesting mag.- 
azines I ever read. 

I was very thrilled to read “Afraid To Love” 
in your February issue. It happened that my 
name is Dorothy Houston. I will keep that 
issue as a special magazine. There will be no 
other reading magazine that will top TAN 


with me. 
Your TAN fan, 
Dorothy Houston 
Jersey City, N. J. 
P.S. Would it be possible to do a story on 
Billy Eckstine and Roy Hamilton? 


ARTHUR PRYSOCK 


Just finished reading your January issue of 
TAN and I can truthfully say I enjoy every 
issue I read. 

I particularly enjoyed the story by Arthur 
Prysock, “It’s Rough Being Handsome.” The 
thrilling part of it is the way that he described 
his wife Jean. It’s quite a coincidence that 
my wife’s name is Jean. I might say also that 
I think the comparison goes even further than 
that. 

Being in the service, I come in contact with 
all types of women but, to me, my wife is 
still tops in everything. 

I think your magazine is the greatest of its 
kind. Keep up the good work. 

Sfc. Hedley B. Hamm 
San Francisco, Calif. 


“MY SINFUL SECRET” 


Just to let you know I am a regular ad- 
mirer of TAN and have been since 1950. | 
certainly enjoyed, “My Sinful Secret.” I felt 
for Sue. The way her mother treated her was 
similar to the way my parents treated me. 
After I finished this story I passed it on to my 
father, who at one time made some of the 
same mistakes as Sue’s mother did, but later 
also saw his mistake. I am sure that by read- 
ing this story many parents will benefit from it. 

Osia L. Williams 
Tyler, Ala. 


SAVES ALL TANS 


I have been reading TAN ever since it came 
out, and | think it is one of the best mag- 
azines ever published. I like TAN so much 
that I am now saving every issue that I can 
beg, borrow, or s——l. 

I have one complaint, as D. E., of Buffalo, 
N. Y. In the February issue D. E. said that 
your models are all great and good looking, 
but they don’t present the picture exactly like 
the stories. I fully agree with D. E. I’ve been 
noticing this all along. I often turn back to 
the beginning of the stories, when reading 
TAN, to look at the models, and if a model 
doesn’t look as described in the story I am a 
little disappointed, but still I enjoy reading 
the wonderful stories. 

In TAN the women are given the latest tips 
in FASHION and BEAUTY CARE. Why not 


give the men a few tips too? 
Willie Asbury 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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I thought I would write to let you know how 
much I enjoy reading your magazine. 

I am interested in writing to pen pals be- 
cause I have no relatives. I am 22 years old; 
my home is California but I am at the present 
time in Maryland in the Army. 

Cpl. Arthur L. Jones, RA 4477 
Battery “B” 602 AAA Gun Battalion 
Baltimore 22, Maryland 


I am a regular reader of your magazine and 
think that it is the greatest out. It is kind of 
difficult for me to get TAN every month al- 
though our druggist gets a supply each month, 
they are usually sold out the same day. 

I would like very much to have pen pals 
(male) between the ages of 22 and 30. I am 
20 and have attended college for one year. | 
will answer all letters. 

Miss Bettye Jo. Powell 


a | 
Garland, Alabama 


The TAN magazine is a magazine I’ve read 
for about two years. I think it’s simply great. 
This pen pal idea is wonderful. I would like 
to correspond with fellows in the Armed 
Forces. 

Miss Rogerleen Burgess 
544 West Hoffman Street 
Baltimore 1, Maryland 


I am a Negro male and would like to cor- 
respond with someone of the opposite sex. I 
am 34, 510”, black hair, brown eyes and 
weigh 154 lbs. 

Robert Johnson 
2455 East 63rd St. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I am a reader of your magazine, TAN, and 
am greatly touched by your wonderful stories. 
It is a truly interesting magazine and makes a 
person feel comfortable and at ease no matter 
where they are or what they are doing. 

Miss Hope Mata 
Route 1, Box 300 


Centralia, Washington 


I shall be very grateful for any assistance 
you can give to me in securing at least two pen 
pals—male and female—in your country. 

am a university student, a Negro, and 
have a wide variety of interests. I am partic- 
ularly interested, however, in politics, the so- 
cial life of the peoples in your country, music, 
and to a great extent, dentistry. 

I might add that I am a Jamaican. 

Victor Page 

% Daglish 

12 Ruthven Street 
Glasgow W. 2, Scotland 


I am a soldier in Korea asking for pen pals. 
I receive letters, but I would like to receive 
more letters from girls 17 to 21 years of age. 
IT am 19, Louisiana-born and a high school 
graduate. I enlisted in the Army June 2, 1954. 
Pvt. Wilbert J. Mitchell, RA 18452050 
Company C, 839 Engineer Aviation Battalion 
A.P.O. 970, San Francisco, California 
T would like to take this opportunity to 
congratulate you on your very enlightening 
and interesting magazine, TAN. TAN means 
so much to us in South Africa. 
am anxious to have pen pals in America. 





I am an African youth, twenty-one years of 

age, am interested in music (vocal and or- 

chestral), reading, sports and viewing boxing. 

My other interests are going to the movies 

and driving. All letters by correspondents of 
both sexes will be answered. 

Aggrey Barney Zondi 

St. Peter’s College 

Rosettenville, Johannesburg, South Africa 


I’ve just finished reading TAN and I en- 
joyed it very much. I do a lot of reading be- 
cause I am very lonely. I am 17 and would 
like to correspond with any nice boy my age. 

Shirley A. Nelson 
133 Narroway Street 
Wilson, North Carolina 


I would like to ask you if you could help 
me. I read your magazine and enjoy it very 
much. 

I am a German girl, 24 years old and born 
in Munich, Germany. I was engaged to a 
Negro soldier for six vears. He left for the 
states and couldn’t take me because he is 
married there. Ever since then I have been 
very lonely. 

I would like to correspond with Negro men 
who are thinking of marriage and a family. 

Miss Brigitte Rappl 
Munich 13, Germany 
Diertzenhoferstr F4/0 


I have been a steady reader of TAN for 
sometime. I would like to correspond with 
some young women in the state of Virginia. 
I am single, 35 vears old, 6 feet 3 inches tall, 
weigh 185 pounds. I also like sports. 

Manuel Grace 
822 Anaheim Street 
Pittsburgh 19, Pa. 


T am an ardent fan of TAN magazine. 

I would like to correspond with servicemen 
between the ages of 20 and 26. I am 19 years 
old, five feet, seven inches tall. 

Miss Lola Young 
2029 Ashland 


Evanston, Illinois 


I read your magazine and think it is excel- 
lent. T am a Negro girl 16 vears old and I 
attend the Boggs Academy High School which 
is near Kevsville, Georgia. 

I would like to hear from some of the other 
boys and girls of our country and other coun- 
tries, if possible. 

Mv hobbies are driving cars, basketball and 
dancing. 

Willa Mae Gresham 
Boggs Academy 
Keysville, Georgia 


We. the fellows of Thule Air Force “Base, 
would like verv much to get in touch with 
vour Pen Pal Club. There are four lonelv fel- 
lows in my room watching as I subscribe to 
you. One of the fellows would like to corre- 
spond with G. A. Williams of Baltimore, Mary- 
lond if this is possible. 

Even if it isn’t possible, just say hello to 
the people in the world for lonely airmen at 
the top of the world. The names are: 

A/3C Mike Garris, AF 13446520 

A/2C William H. Clark, AF 12449085 

A/3C Robert S. Godsey, AF 13434393 


PEN PALS 





A/2C Donald J. Douglas, AF 13458427 
Four Lonely Fellows 
6608th Field Maint. Sq. 
APO23, New York, New York 


T am a constant reader of your TAN mag- 
azine and enjoy every issue very much. Each 
month I look forward to reading the very in- 
teresting stories and the articles about famous 
Negroes like Lena Horne, Eartha Kitt, etc. 
I think that you are doing a very wonderful 
job. Please keep up the good work. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women in your country. Could you please 
publish in your magazine my desire? I am 
24 years of age, single, love to dance, go to 
the movies and correspond with people in for- 
eign countries. I also like to play outdoor 
games such as lawn tennis, netball, etc., and 
have a strong liking for dramatics and social 
work. I am employed as a typist in the Edu- 
cation Department of this island and like my 
work very much. 

Thanking you and wishing you every suc- 
cess in your endeavors, I am, 

Sheila Monica Barker 
P. O. Box 88. Basseterre 
af St. Ketts, British West Indies 


T am a young Negro girl 24 years of age 
and four months ago I became a victim of 
tuberculosis. 

I am very lonely and would like to meet a 
young man about my age. Also. I am a TAN 
reader and it keeps me occupied. Thank you. 

Olivia Kerns 
Leech’s Farm Tuberculosis Hospital 
Pittsburgh 6, Pa. 


I am a GI stationed at Ft. Lee, Virginia. I 
am 18 years old and from Chicago. Illinois. 
My most enjoyable hobby is pen pals. 

Therefore, I am asking you to publish my 
address in your magazine. I would like to 
correspond with some girls from Bermuda, 
Nigeria and Jamaica as well as the girls in 
the states. I will answer all letters and gladly 
exchange photos. 

I would like to say that I think your mag- 
azine is great and that I am a constant reader. 
Keep up the good work. 

Pvt. Russell L. Merritt 
RA 1455247 

148 Q. M. Co. G. R. 
Ft. Lee, Virginia 


I read TAN each month and think stories 
from true life are tops. However, I don’t care 
for the show business articles and hope I 
never congratulate you in this type of work. 

Sometime ago I wrote expressing mv desire 
for pen pals. Well, it seems at that time no 
one requested pen pals; but now I find each 
month people are asking for pen pals. I cer- 
tainly would like to renew my request. 

I want to hear from people interested in a 
handicapped person. I am single, 44 years of 
age and would like to hear from people be- 
tween the ages of 44 and 60. I am a Christian 
of Baptist faith and am interested in writing 
church lovers. 

Miss Ruby Davenport 
1423 West Broad Street 
Athens, Georgia 
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‘ Maytime is Gaytime 


with Lighte’ ightet skin 


Life is a gay whirl for the girl with 
light, smooth-looking skin. So, start 
using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and watch your 
skin take on a new lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. Its bleaching 
action works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster method of lightening skin. 
Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all dryg 


counters. 
39¢, 65¢. 
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can be yours! 
Live a full life, make yourself attractive 
to women! It’s easy if you know all the 
revealing facts. Get the Naked Truth! 
Mailed in plain wrapper). Send $1.00 to 


R | L E Deere —S 11, Ulinois 


GPAY Pee 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with ery 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 4 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 4 
Ages 16-60. Doctor's endorsement of this 

lowest - fee course. Average lesson oaly $1.48. 
F & F b booklet gives ail facts. Send 
[The Lincoln School of Practical Nursing | 
| @05 Larrabee St.,Dept. 1-5, LosAngeles46, Calif. 
Rush 16-page FREE booklet ‘Careers in Nursing’ 
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A® IMPORTANT Hollywood pro- 


ducer is showing beaucoup interest 


in the historical folk opera that disc 
jockey Jack Walker and pianist-com- 


poser Frank Fields have been working 


on for the past four years. However, the 
musical is not quite finished yet as the 
last act locale is in the Caribbean and 
these talented composers feel they need 
first hand inspiration. Plans for the 
cruise have been completed but they’ve 
still left us all wondering what Broad- 
way socialite is donating the use of her 
yacht. 


Eddie (Rochester ) Anderson would 
like to start shooting on his movie 
script about a Negro marshal in a 
Western town. Eddie has all the loot 


Jimmy Rushing 


he needs but is finding the going 
pretty tough trying to get his cast 
(Lena Horne, Dorothy Dandridge— 
he hopes) to rearrange their nite 
club bookings so that they can get 
together. 


“Wild” Bill Davis gave Atlanta, Ga. 
such a rocking that now its sons and 
daughters are planning a gigantic “Wild 
Bill Davis Day” (with all the trim- 
mings) for the fabulous originator of 
organ jazz. All proceeds from the “Day” 
(and this is the way Wild Bill wants 
it) will be used as a scholarship fund 
drive for the five Negro Colleges in 
Atlanta. 


One good reason why the Kraft 
TV production of “Emperor Jones” 
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By Margo Hughes 


was so much better than it might 
have been was the unofficial behind- 
the-scenes technical assistance given 
the director by actor, Rex Ingram, 
who has played the role himself 
many times. 


Willie Mays visited Hollywood and 
right away was offered a chance to ap- 
pear in a movie story of his life. But 
Willie rejected the offer. It wasn’t the 
words he’d have to say before the cam- 
eras, Willie just couldn’t get any kick 
out of the idea of making pretend he’s 
playing baseball. 


Two of the young stars of “House 
Of Flowers,” 6 ft. 6 in. Trinidad 
dancer, Geoffrey Holder and Carmen 
DeLavallade, one of the shady ladies 





“Rochester” Lavern Baker 
of Madame Tango’s establishment in 
the musical, were completely disin- 
terested in the backstage shenani- 
gans that caused management many 
an anxious moment and a few extra 
grey hairs. These two dolls fell in 
love and had their engagement an- 
nounced at a backstage champagne 
spree for the visiting Queen of Iran. 
Film studios, incidentally, are bid- 
ding high for the Pearl Bailey ve- 
hicle. 


Errol Garner gave us all quite a fright 
when he accidentally injured his left 
hand. (That could put him out of busi- 
ness.) In fact, for a while there were 
reports that he might lose the use of his 
left hand and arm . . . which was very 
bad news. But (Continued on Page 17) 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


Dear Caroline: 

When a boy assumes the responsibility 
of dating a girl for the evening, it’s his 
duty to make the date as pleasant as pos- 
sible. .It’s also an unwritten rule that 
when a girl accepts his invitation she, too, 
must do her part to make the evening a 
success. If your boy friend gets any delight 
from making you uncomfortable and un- 
happy, then he certainly cares little for 
your feelings. And by no means does he 
love you. Or can it be that you are a 
supersensitive Jane who goes about wear- 
ing her emotions on her shoulders. If that’s 
the case, then you’d better make a double 
check on your personality, for such a per- 
son can be very irritating to be around. 
Try keeping your tears to yourself, and as 
soon as your friend discovers that you 
don’t cry as easily as you used to, he'll 
probably stop teasing you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a 15 year old boy and in the 
9th grade. I have a problem that is both- 
ering me, and one which I hope you can 
help me solve. I have a great deal of 
trouble making conversation on my dates 
with girls. Sometimes, as I lie in bed at 
night, I think of things I could have said, 
but by then its too late. Can you help me 
a little bit? 

R. C. JONES 
Dear R. C.: 

You are facing a problem that many 
teen-agers come up against, and one that 
many adults to this day haven’t worked 
out. However, it is by-no means a unique 
problem with you . . . even I passed 
through the gawky stage of not knowing 
what to say. In the case of conversation, 
as is with other things, it takes practice 
and preparation to become a successful con- 
versationalist. Before you go out on a date 
with your girl, sit down for a minute, and 
actually think of at least six or seven con- 
versation topics that you might use. Select 
subjects that you know something about 
and that will interest your girl, too. You'd 
be surprised how interested girls are in 
sports, new students, the latest cool jazz 
classic . . . books, social clubs versus 
academic clubs . . . the topics are num- 
berless. You need not be a polished social 
dude to carry your end of the conversation 

. . just have a little interest! Simply be 
ready to talk and say something worth- 
while. Don’t make the mistake of monopo- 
lizing the conversation. Give the girl a 
chance to bring forth her interests, and I'll 
bet you'll have a wonderful evening. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 18 years old and I have a boy 
friend overseas. We are planning to get 
married. I haven’t been around with him 
to know him or anything. He knew my 
sister and she gave him my address and we 
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started writing each other. And now, 12 
months later, I have met another fellow 
and he seems to be very nice. He has 
asked me to marry him. Do you think I 
should, or do you think I should wait for 
this other boy whom I’ve never seen? 


J. M. W. 


. 


Dear J. M. W.: 

What’s the big hurry about getting mar- 
ried at eighteen? You'll have plenty of 
years ahead for marriage and all the trials 
and tribulations that accompany it. So 
why not wait a little bit longer to “per- 
sonally” meet this boy whom you’ve never 
seen before. He just might be a wonderful 
person and well worth waiting for. 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 14) 


exercising with his physiotherapist by day 
and the 88’s by night put him right back 
in business again . . . which is very good 
news. 


A noted children’s writer has been 
commiissioned to revise the lyrics on 
Lavern Baker’s hit platter, ““Tweed- 
lee Dee.” The milk shake crowd 
and tiny tots too dig to beat just 
that much. 


During a recent recording session, Jimmy 
Rushing burst into tears as he listened to 
the playback of his “How Long Blues.” 
He’d been thinking of the late Hot Lips 
Page as he sang it. 


The Newark real estate broker 
who invested $15,000 in the Honey- 
tones is bubbling with joy. Now that 
the girls have picked up a fat Mer- 
cury recording contract and sponsor 
Dinah Washington, his investment is 
paying off. 


Those big teardrops being shed by singer 
Ann Lewis are for real. Somebody bad 
stole Fabian, her Siamese cat. It was a 
gift from Maria Riva, actress daughter of 
Marlene Dietrich. 


Track star Mal Whitfield returned 
from his goodwill tour loaded with 
interesting tales. In the Belgian 
Congo the natives suspected his track 
shoes were spiked with “magic 
wings” . . . so he had to run in bare 
feet. Result . . . he couldn’t walk 
for three days. 


Lionel Hampton and his crew put on a 
show of shows in Barcelona’s famous bull- 
fight arena (without the bulls, of course). 


Statistics show that those globe- 
trotting dancers, The Four Step 
Brothers, have found time to make 
every personal appearance tour with 
Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis over 
the past seven years. 








COMPLEXION 





BY NADINOLA 


Frosh, 04 a flower and, ptal-omoth 


Don’t give in to dark, dull skin! A 
lighter, brighter complexion can help 
you become so much lovelier, so 
much more desirable. And it’s so 
easy — with NapINoia Bleaching 
Cream! 

Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75¢ and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, ever-famous ns 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is Bx Lay 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils La 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.10 ~ a 





inine voices say, ““What a lucky girl 
? 


—to have such a complexion! 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NaApINoLa right 
away! NaDINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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On these pages, six of the nation’s top stars name their 
favorite songs and tell why they like them best. 


Sarah Vaughan, the famed sing- 
er, says: “My favorite song is 
The Lord’s Prayer. To me this 
is the greatest tune of -all—it 
takes me back to my choir days 
in Newark.” 


THE LORD’S PRAYER 
Our Father, 
Which art in Heaven, 
Hallowed be Thy name. 
Thy kingdom come. 
Thy will be done on earth, 
As it is in Heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread 
And forgive us our debts, 
As we forgive our debtors. 
And lead us not into temptation; 
But deliver us from evil: 
For Thine is the kingdom. 
And the power, and the glory 
Forever. Amen 


Copyright, 1935 ¥ G..S rme 
Used by permission 


Herb Jeffries picks Flamingo as 
his favorite song. “I like it 
best of all,” says Herb, “because 
through it I became known. I 
recorded it with Duke Ellington 
and life changed for me almost 
right away.” 


FLAMINGO 
Flamingo 
Like a flame in the sky 
Flying over the island 
To my lover near by. 


Flamingo 

In your tropical hue 
Speaking of passion undying 
And a love that is true 


The wind sings a song 
To you as you go 

4 song that | hear below 
The murmuring palms 


Flamingo 

When the sun meets the 

Say farewell to my lover 

and hasten to me. 
Copyright, 1941, by TEMP< 


1775 Broadway 
Used by permission 






























Nellie Lutcher says: “For senti- 
mental reasons, I pick My Moth- 
er’s Eyes as my favorite song. 
It always reminds me of my 
parents and brings back fond 
memories of my childhood days 
in Lake Charles, La.” 


MY MOTHER'S EYES 
Blue, blue the sky above 
And flow’rs of Heav’n’s own hue, 
But lovelier still my mother’s eyes, 
Her eyes of softest blue. 


And if I hold my early faith, 
By hope and love made wise, 
I know my trust is founded 

On the blueness of her eyes. 


Bright, bright the sunshine gleams, 

And bright the moon’s soft rays, 

And stars shine forth, 

But none so bright as her soft, radiant gaze 


And if I ever reach the gates 

Of pearl in Paradise, 

t know my guide to Heav'n will be 
The shining of her eyes. 


t, 1926, by G, Schirmer. Inc, 
of the publishers, G. Schirmer, Inc. 


Dinah Washington says: “My 
favorite song is my latest rec- 
ord, whatever it is. But I usually 
try to include one of my per- 
sonal favorites, Harbor Lights, 
in every program, and for real 
contrast, Long John.” 





HARBOR LIGHTS 


I saw the Harbor Lights, 

They only told me we were parting; 
The same old Harbor Lights 

That once brought you to me. 


I watched the Harbor Lights 

How could I help if tears were starting ? 
Goodbye to tender nights 

Beside the silv’ry sea. 


I longed to hold you near, 
And kiss you just once more, 
But you were on the ship, 
And I was on the shore. 


Now | know lonely nights 

For all the while my heart is whisp’ring 
Some other Harbor Lights 

Will steal your love from me. 


Copyright, 1937, by Peter Maurice Music Co. Ltd., London 


sed here by .permission. 








Bill Kenny, former leader of the 
Ink Spots, says: “My top tune 
is [f | Didn’t Care. It’s the big- 
gest song I’ve ever done, and 
my first and greatest hit. I’m 
still identified with it.” 


nN 


IF I DIDN’T CARE 


If I didn’t care 
More than words can say, 
If | didn’t care, 


Would | feel this way? 


If this isn’t love, 
Then maybe I’m wrong; 
But why do I lie awake all night 


? 


And dream all day long? 


lf I didn’t care, 

Would it be the same? 

Would my evry pray’ 

Begin and end with just *vour name? 


And would I be sure that this is love 
Beyond compare? 

Would all this be true 

If I didn’t care for you? 


y happell & ¢ 
Used by permissior 


Sammy Davis, Jr., says: “The 
perfect song—musically, lyri- 
cally, marriage-wise— and with 
complete sensitivity—is the late 
Larry Hart’s lyrics to Dick 
Rogers’ music of My Funny 
Valentine. I feel safe in select- 
ing this as my favorite.” 





MY FUNNY VALENTINE 
My funny Valentine. 


Sweet comic Valentine 
You make me smile with my heart 


Your looks are laughable, 
Unphotographable, 

Yet, you’re my fav’rite work of 
Is your figure less than Greek; 
I< your mouth a little weak. 
When vou open it to spe ak? 
Are you smart? 

Rut don’t } inge a hair 


Not if vou care for me 


tor me 


St little Valentine, 
Stay! 
Each dav is Valentine’s day 


Copyright, 19 t l if I 
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Promotional plans for New Orleans’ new $15 million Pontchartrain Park subdivision 
are discussed by Dr. Daddy-O (c.), executives Morgan Earnest and T.V. Toups. 





Guest on Dr. Daddy-O Show is Roy Cam- 
panella, Brooklyn Dodger catcher. Show 
regularly features visiting celebrities. 
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PN ond ay SER, CREE 


On Sunday mornings, Dr. Daddy-O—or, rather, Vernon Winslow—assembles his class at 


== 


the Central Congregational Church. Winslow 


believes that a measure of religion is needed by everyone who seeks success. 


EMI-TROPICAL NEW ORLEANS, 

city of the Mardi Gras, and home of 
such celebrities as Louis Armstrong, 
Fats Domino, Roy Brown and Paul 
Gayten, is also the home of a new celeb- 
rity, Dr. Daddy-O. 

To most of the two hundred fifty 
thousand families in the Delta area, Dr. 
Daddy-O is the name of a handsome 
disk jockey whose daily radio programs 
have been sky-rocketing for the past six 


Dr. Daddy-O delivers commercial script on his night-time show 
while Larry D’ Antoni, brewing company sales manager, listens in. 


years. To The Jackson Brewing Com- 
pany, the South’s biggest independent 
brewery, Dr. Daddy-O is an advertising 
and sales representative whose market 


analyses and sales-promotion plans have 


been highly successful. To the officials 
of New Orleans’ swankiest subdivision, 
Pontchartrain Park Homes, Dr. 
Daddy-O is a man whose real name is 
Vernon Winslow, a man who directs an 
$8,000 per month advertising budget. 


Inc., 


The company owns “Dr. Daddy-O” name, sponsors five shows. 


Sapte 


Two months ago this budget called for 
the production of a fifteen minute sales- 
movie. Winslow, with his knowledge of 
script-writing and movie work, assem- 
bled a staff and produced a technicolor 
movie in three weeks. 

“Advertising and selling are fun,” 
Dr. Daddy-O says, “but my greatest joy 
is found in helping youngsters under- 
stand the meaning of Christian living. 
That’s why I (Continued on Page 75 


The handsome, happy “Daddy-O” family assembles in its ranch- 
styled home for this portrait. The family: Mrs. Iris Winslow, 


Vernon, Jr., and Leslye. 
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OF THE 


Grant (Strong Jones) Smith, “king of the 
playboys,” steps from his new Cadillac, on 
his way to night club he manages. 
































PLAYBOYS _....... 


T IS ONE of the curiosities of life 


that some men possess rare talents 


zy of the ; ; 
Lot pon for attracting, and collecting women. 
ges. Even with patches on their pants and 


their faces unshaven, they never lack 
female companionship while others— 
many of them to the manner born—must 
make regular trips to psychiatrists in 
efforts to learn why they are failures 
with women. 

Generally men who are famed because 
of their unusual popularity with women 
are called playboys. In popular concep- 
tion, their category is best represented 
by Porfirio Rubirosa, a globe-trotting 
glamour man from Santo Domingo; 
Tommy Manville, the eccentric million- 
aire who is famous for his numerous 
marriages; and the late Serge Ruben- 
stein who was a friend of more than 
2,000 women. 

Grant (Strong Jones) Smith does not 
possess the international fame of a Ru- 
birosa, Manville, or Rubenstein, but this 
slim, handsome, wavy-haired Chicagoan 
is a champion in his league, which ex- 
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Life of playboy king is depicted here. Above, he talks to . 
friend on phone during bath. At top, he is amused by F 
beauties and, at right, they help him check footwear. 





Choice of outfit for the day is made easier for Smith by lady friends, each Chorus girl Willa Drake poses prettily for Smith, a 
f whom suggests the one she would like to see him wear. In Chicago, Smith photography fan. Busy schedule, including two 
is famed for his wardrobe, visits barber shops four times a week. businesses, leaves little free time for hobby. 


Lee 
ne 


| 


“ 
itt 


ends from coast to coast. The difference between Smith and many men . Wa. 
ho are called playboys is that Smith always has an occupation while rit 
thers devote themselves almost exclusively to playing the feminine field. 
Since his arrival in Chicago in 1932, at age 18, from Montgomery 
\la.), by Model-T Ford, Grant Smith has lived the lives of six ordinary 
en. At the peak of the depression, he and two pals who had accompanied 
m on the trip from Montgomery, Richard Lowe and Levi Jackson, began 
»b-hunting. One small-time job led to another and Smith led the life 
f many Chicago Negro teen-agers of that period—engaging in juvenile 
rapes, haunting street corners, seeking a better deal. As the years passed, 
ith developed into a fair-to-middling first baseman with sandlot teams 
d simultaneously acquired the odd, but widely-known nickname, “Strong 
mes.” (He is known by that name in Negro night-life circles from coast 
oast.) It was as a ballplayer that Smith first discovered his rare mag- 
tism for women. Although he was but a sandlotter, he had his own 
eering section, composed of pretty girls who turned out by the scores tlie tends, ‘Smith is ae d t= a 
watch him play in games in Washington Park and other Chicago parks. friends while enjoying magazine asticle. Husky 
Today, Grant (Strong Jones) Smith still has (Continued on Page 34) dog has e . 
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harem-keeper has had it better than Smith, who is being “killed” with service as he tries to eat breakfast at his home. Girls 
in these pictures are models and entertainers with whom he is associated. 
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ELLIE LUTCHER seems to have 
found the ideal recording setup for 
herself in a current pact with Decca. 
Under the arrangement, the breezy 
piano-playing song stylist of Hurry On 
Down fame gets to record no less than 
eight major releases a year at a higher 
royalty rate than she was ever paid 
before. Also, she will get good promo- 
tion for all her recordings in line with 
the present Decca policy which extends 
full publicity service to everything its 
artists produce on wax. 

The pact for Nellie, as compared to 
what she had before, shows up as a gain 
mostly in the matter of record promo- 
tion. Before the deal was made, she 
had received only routine publicity for 
her releases on three other labels (Capi- 
tol, Epic and Okeh). She squawked 
about the treatment on occasions and 
justifiably so. For example, there was 
the time a couple of years ago when 


Goodrich 


Okeh failed to follow up with a promo- 
tional pitch some national television 
publicity she got on her waxing for 
the diskery of 1 Thank You Muchly 
Verily. She got the TV note as featured 
subject on Ralph Edwards’ This Is Your 
Life program. 

Script for the show called for Nellie 
to talk about her “new hit record” and 
she did. Later, Okeh was informed 
about the plug but still the outfit did not 
release one item of publicity on it. 

Nellie was shocked, said at the time: 
“Every company is looking for a hit 
record, but when they (Okeh) get a 
publicity break like this one they don’t 
know what to do with it.” 

Nellie’s troubles over publicity with 
recording people likely stems from 
what is a chaotic condition within popu- 
lar music today. This is the era of 
gimmicks when an entertainer like 
Nellie, who (Continued on Page 82) 





Hair Beauty 









There’s a special reason why this “rich” 
hair dressing pomade makes your hair 
more attractive all day long... with that 
extra lustre and glamofous fragrance . . . 
So soft, so smooth, so radiantly lovely! 
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The biggest 25¢ 
jar at the price... \15¢ 45¢ | 


DIXIE 
PEACH 


HAIR DRESSING POMADE 
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akes with my new 
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s es = . 
ANSWERED the doorbell myse because it 


day, my housekeeper’s day off en I c 
the man standing beforé me handed me ‘Ki 
identified him as being from thes finamt 


from them in the past two 

their money for them_} % . not | 
Hiding my appré *yy vited h man in. When we 
ates iquely, “Well, Mrs. Stevens, do 


, ho, | haven't,” I floundered. “But if 
give me a little more time—” 
structions to bring back the car or the money,” he 
declared firmly. 
ve “Oh, no!” I protested. 





“Please don’t take my car! I’ve 








P Gambling 


her happy, homeragainst s 



















broke her, and for 
ic disgrace- 


¥e made arrangements to get the money. Really I have!” 

» The cat or the money—right now,” he said flatly. His 
glance swept around my birch-paneled living room, at its 
expensive furnishings, its rich broadloom carpeting, the 
costly Persian scatter rugs on it. 

“You've got a nice place here, Mrs. Stevens,” he remarked. 
“If the rest of your furnishings are like these, you could 
easily raise two thousand dollars on them. In fact, I can 
give you the name of a company—” 

“I prefer not to do anything like that,” I replied hastily, 
not wanting him to know I’d done just that—months ago. 


“Well, lady,” “We prefer 


Your loan was made five months ago. And 


he replied curtly as he arose, 
our money. 
you've missed three payments. According to the loan con- 


tract, the whole amount becomes( Continued on Page 3\ 














: : 

che pie Ware ey “ev D8! 

-m'* # a @ we a . " ’ 5 . i ag Bay" | 
‘. id & . ’ ie > a? ‘ > 7 7 . a - | 
i ite. P ¢* ee os" tg ; © -« : ; " : te 2T a 





re) 
J 
Y 
_ 
oo 
ss 
= 
3 
—_ 
a 
am 
— i 
| Fee 
=| > 
oe 
: 6 
~ _ 
i=) 9) o 
= ba 
-_ om 
_ > 
we 
ine] 
oI 
st 
> oe} 
s =) 
~~ 
= ¢§& 
8) 
.. «4 
- - 
—_ 
is — 
=) 


bl WAS BETWEEN ACTS at a strip- 

tease show in a joint in Tokyo that 
I told my buddy, Jim Sellers, that I was 
thinking about getting married. Jim, 
whom I’d known all my life back in a 
little Southern town and with whom I'd 
entered the Army and palled around with 
throughout the service, turned his full 
face to me with surprise showing big 
in his eyes and asked: 

“Gonna give Lillie a break at last; 
huh? Well, it’s about time. You two’ve 
been going together since you were 
kids—” 

I guess it was natural for Jim to think 
I was going to marry Lillie, for she and 
I had gone steady all through high 
school. She was a pretty girl who lived 
with her parents, out in the country a 
ways from my hometown, and I'd spent 
many happy weekend hours out at her 
place. At one time, I’d talked Jim into 
going with her sister, Bess, so the two 
of us could team up and drive out on a 
Saturday night or Sunday afternoon in 
either my father’s or his father’s jalopy. 
Jim had gone along with the gag for a 
while, but finally he quit. He said that 
I was the lucky one: I had picked the 
cream of Old Man Coleman’s family. 
Bess, he said, was too prissy for him. 

But Jim was wrong. I wasn’t going to 
marry Lillie. I’d more or less broken off 
our affair before the Army got me, and 


afterward I was convinced I didn’t love 
her. I wondered, during my lonesome 
nights at war, if I’d ever loved her, if I 
hadn’t just started going with her be- 
cause she was the prettiest girl at school. 
I'd always had an eye for pretty girls 
and Lillie, while no ravishing beauty, 
was the best of the lot. Except her 
hands. They were larger than mine, I 
guess from milking those cows on her 





old man’s farm. Other than those hands, 
which I noticed more than I should have 
because she always slipped them under 
mine when my petting got a little heavy, 
Lillie was all right. She had a pretty tan 
color, long hair, good figure, and she 
wasn’t a dumb (Continued on Page 56) 
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just aching to get married if | can find the 
right guy.” 








By Joyce Bryant 


NE SNOW-FLAKY NIGHT in 
New York last winter, somebody 
gsked me what my plans were for the 
e, and my answer was echoed 
ground the U. S. by a national news- 
agazine. The answer: “I’m just ach- 
ing to get married if I can find the 
right guy.” 

It’s a simple enough answer, the 
ikind that thousands of young girls 
Imight give if you asked them what was 
their big wish for the future. But if 
you're a singer who’s been seen or heard 
F around half the world and whose salary 
| is often quoted in six figures annually 
| (without mentioning the terrific ex- 
penses), then you have to start qualify- 
ing so bold a statement if you don’t 
want gigolos pounding on your door or 
your telephone ringing at 6 o’clock in 
the morning. 


KIND UE 


What kind of guy is the right guy 
for me? Let me see if I can put him 
together for you. 

First of all, this ideal man of mine is 
probably the result of both the classical 
childhood dream and adult experiences. 
Of course, when you're a little girl you 
always dream of a knight in shining 
armor and all that sort of thing, but 
after getting out and seeing the world 
you grow up. So I think I’ve outgrown 
this business about men being beautiful 
or real handsome or anything like that. 
Yet, I definitely want a man with a lot 
of strength and character in his face. 
But he look like a 
living doll. 

As for a general physical description, 


doesn’t have to 


I prefer a tall man weighing about 190 
Then if he’s good looking, 
(Continued on Page 42) 


pounds. 
that’s all 
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In Hollywood club (top), Joyce chats with trumpeter Harry James during 
intermission. In Cincinnati, she “feeds” male group of Cincinnatians who 


attended party hosted by Babe Baker (2nd from r.). 


Hollywood columnist Louella O. Parsons and song- 
writer Jimmy McHugh congratulate Miss Bryant on 


successful Hollywood engagement. 
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F I HAD BUT KNOWN it in time; had I but known that 

I was a spoiled, crazy, mixed-up kid, hell-bent for heart- 
ache, I might have avoided the misery that seared my life 
and treasured the love of those who thought I was something 


really good and fine. Even now, I don’t really know why I 


ever wanted to be a glamor boy, why I craved the spotlight 
almost from infancy, or why, when I had once been a manly 
athlete, I stooped to the level of a pimp for my kicks. Maybe 
I was one of those “unfortunate fortunate” people, born too 
well, blessed with too much; or it could be that my parents 
were too indulgent of me, an only child; then it might be 
that I was just born no-good. 
I grew up in a small southern town of three thousand 
people. My father owned the only Negro funeral home in 
town, and he made a good living out of burying the dead, 
those who died in the town as well as most of those who died 
in the surrounding counties. There had been a girl in the 
family, but she died at age two, (Continued on Page 70) 














Adie was too easily had! From the time I kissed her 
on the hand, she was mine—all mine. 




















King of the Playboys 


(Continued from Page 24) 


his “cheering section.” In it are women 
who find his company pleasing, his man- 
ner charming, his presence delightful. 
The feeling is mutual. But Smith also 
works. He owns a lucrative beauty busi- 
ness and manages a night club. 

The history of the role played by 
Smith is long and twisty. 

Among a certain class of Negro men, 
the life of a “Lover Man” has more halo 
attached than does one of back breaking 
labor in cotton fields in the South or in 
stockyards in northern cities. Facts are 
that ‘way back in slavery times, planta- 
tion owners selected certain slaves to 
co-habit with the females in their brutal 
program of producing more fodder for 
the slave markets. These “lucky” fellows 
were well-fed and better treated than the 
rank and file human chattel. 

At the conclusion of the Civil War 
there were no jobs for the masses of 
newly liberated slaves and it was not at 
all strange that not a few continued their 
roles as Lover Men. In New Orleans, for 
example, few good-looking men had to 
work. Most of them had women who 
supplied their every need. Same was 
true in Memphis and St. Louis, Natchez, 
Charleston, and in later years, in Chi- 
cago, New York, Saratoga Springs, De- 
troit, Los Angeles, Seattle, San Francisco 
and Cleveland. 

Certain names became notorious in 
the intricate Negro underworld that so- 
lidified itself in the 1860s and 1870s. 
There was the fabulous Stack O’Lee in 
St. Louis, Harry Pullman, consort of the 
famous Vina Fields in Chicago. There 
was the legendary “Lamplighter” in New 
York and many others who paved the 
way for such turn-of-the-century “ro- 
mance for finance” boys as Guy Hart 
of Seattle, Gentleman Ralph Sharp of 
Detroit, the formidable Paul Lauderdale 
of Portland-Frisco and Seattle, the in- 
comparable Trevvie Woods of Chicago 
and New York, Big Boy Mills of St. 
Louis, Diamond-tooth Lovey Joe Robin- 
son of Chicago and New York. 

In more recent years, the ranks of the 
top Negro lover men were augmented 
with the name of Harlem’s notorious 
“Rabbit” Walter (Satin Top), Byrd, 
“Rabbi,” the late Efe Lincoln and Dickie 
Wells; with Chicago’s sadistic “Dr.” 
Albert (Baby) Bell who was a suicide 
a few years ago, Wilbur Davis, the first 
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sweet man to have his toenails mani- 
cured and who was shot in the back 
by a woman he “done wrong”; with 
Los Angeles’ amazing Charles Mont- 
gomery, a smart “executive” of the 
racket who operated his illegal traffic on 
the chain store principle until the “Black 
Widow,” his ace white girl, “sang” on 
him; with Washington’s cloak-wearing 
Mack Weathers, consort of the famous 
madame Susie Martin, with hundreds 
of others who lived and died in this 
weird half world of sex and sin, fancy 
clothes, smart cars and a thumb at the 
nose to all the moral codes of the world 
that wants to live the upright life. 

Youngsters like Grant Smith in a thou- 
sand and one American cities and towns 
sprout to manhood from soil almost 
smothered with such weeds. Temptation 
beckons from windows and dark hall- 
ways; from the sight and sound of over- 
dressed women in paint and powder 
and Negroes with glazed hair and wear- 
ing expensively tailored clothes; from 
tales of the easy money and easy life 
led by those who become professional 
lovers. It takes plenty of fortitude and 
determination to pass up these tempta- 
tions for love-starved and lonely young 
women are at every hand, always seek- 
ing, hunting for companionship. 

Beset by the alternatives open to them 
—the “straight” living of the clerk, Red 
Cap, butcher, ditch-digger, dining car 
waiter or railroad porter, night club 
washroom attendant, flunky, trucker’s 
helper, factory worker, or the sweaty 
toil of the steel mill worker—or the 
glamorous, carefree, dangerous calling 
of gambler, lover man, entertainer with 
gaudy night clubs, saloons, travel and 
plenty women to play around with— 
the average Negro youth faces his di- 
lemma with his mind in many cases 
already made up. It takes on an average 
but a few moments to form a decision 
when a woman promises to clothe, feed 
and house a man only on the condition 
that he be true. 

Many moralists will look with scorn on 
the life of a playboy. Others envy the play- 
boy. While they may speak against the 
playboy’s life, they yearn for the easy-going 
life that’s filled with pretty girls and en- 
tertainment. 

Grant Smith is 38 years old. He pur- 
chases a new Cadillac El] Dorado each year. 
He is always immaculately groomed and 
dressed. His hours are his own. No alarm 
clock routs him out of bed before sunup 


for the early breakfast and tough day-time 
job. Smith is by nature carefree and he 





loves gaiety. Today, he lives the life he 
loves—but three years ago, it appeared that 
he would have no life to live. Here is the 
story: 

During a South Side Chicago hotel rob- 
bery on October 13, 1951, a 50-year-old 
white woman named Mrs. Helen Benson 
was killed by a blast from a shotgun held 
by one of three bandits witnesses declared 
were Negroes. The loot was a paltry $8, 
with which the trio escaped. 

On October 21, 1951, a police squad from 
the homicide division went to an apartment 
at 6432 South Ellis Avenue and dragged 
Smith from bed and told him he was under 
arrest for murder and robbery. 

Those were the initial developments in 
a case that was to attract nation-wide in- 
terest while, at the same time, it mirrored 
the predicament that confronts many young 
Negroes when a crime has been committed 
against a white person. Smith spent a 
nightmarish six months and 21] days in 
Cook County jail, “absolutely certain” that 
his indictment for murder and robbery 
would place him in the electric chair. 

There was no gaiety the night Smith was 
arrested for murder. Smith was taken in a 
squad car to the hotel where Mrs. Benson 
had been killed and was confronted by her 
husband, Fred E. Benson, a desk clerk and 
one or two others. 

“‘Here’s the man who killed your wife,” 
Benson was told as Smith was paraded in 
front of him on the hotel lawn. 

Later, the witnesses were taken to a po- 
lice showup where Smith, flanked by sev- 
eral other suspects, was “positively” iden- 
tified as the “dark, browned-skinned Negro 
with short, reddish, nappy hair” that “stood 
up over his forehead” who shot the woman 
and then nimbly vaulted over the desk 
counter to join his companions in making 
a clean getaway. 

Protesting his innocence, Smith was 
taken to the Grand Crossing police station 
at 75th Street and Maryland where he was 
given permission to contact his friend and 
lawyer, famed criminal barrister Euclid 
Louis Taylor. This prevented any man- 
handling of the young man by the cops dur- 
ing their ceaseless and intense grilling of 
him as they attempted to make him “con- 
fess” the crime. 

Following his indictment before a grand 
jury for murder and robbery, Grant Smith 
was removed to the Cook County jail 
where, dating from November 10, 1951, he 
spent six months and 21 days under the 
murder-robbery charge, carrying with it the 
implied sentence of death. Meanwhile, 
Taylor got to work and told then State’s 
Attorney John S. Boyle that “I'll stake my 
professional reputation that you have the 
wrong man and that Grant Smith was never 
involved in any manner in this or any other 
crime.” Taylor then went before Criminal 
Court Judge Rudolph DeSort where he suc- 
ceeded in gaining several valuable contin- 
uances of Smith’s trial as he sparred for 
time. 

“The description given for the killer,” 
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said Taylor, “is false insofar as Grant 
Smith is concerned. In the first place, Grant 
Smith is light-skinned; he would never ap- 
pear in public with what they call ‘nappy’ 
hair. I happen to know because we go to 
the same barber, Jack Anderson, and Smith 
visits him regularly, sometimes three and 
four times a week for conk jobs on his hair 
and to get manicures and facial massages. 
Smith is almost fanatical about his appear- 
ance and is always immaculate. 

“Another thing that convinces me that 
Smith is the wrong man,” he continued, 
“is the statement by witnesses that the 
killer vaulted over the desk counter as he 
made his escape following the slaying. 
Knowing how lazy Grant is, I am absolutely 
certain that it wasn’t he.” 

Meanwhile, Smith was given a lie test 
which showed that he knew about the case. 
This further clouded his protestations of 
innocence. 

“I got religion right there in jail after 
that,” Smith recalls, “and I prayed to God 
to deliver me from that situation. You can 
never know how rough it is on a man to be 
under indictment for murder and facing 
a possible sentence in the electric chair, 
while at the same time he knows he is com- 
pletely innocent of a crime.” 

Attacking the identification, Taylor 
raised a salient point that any person might 
be “identified” as a culprit if he were han- 
dléd as was Grant Smith. 

“The police evidently decided to pick up 
some Negro, any Negro for that matter, as 
a prime suspect,” he pointed out. “Then 
they took him to the victim’s husband and 
said in effect, ‘here’s the man who did it.’ 
They then took him to a police showup, put 
a couple of fellows on each side of him. 
The witness is already convinced that the 
first man is the killer because the finger 
has been so cleverly pointed at him by the 
prior identification engineered by the po- 
lice.” 

Meanwhile, Lieut. John Golden, then of 
the homicide detail but now captain at the 
Woodlawn precinct station, grew increas- 
ingly uneasy over the case and despite the 
lie detector’s reading, came to feel that 
Smith was somehow telling the truth when 
he said he knew nothing about the murder. 

Through the intricate maze of under- 
world information taps, stool pigeons, dope 
fiends and other flotsam and jetsam, he got 
a hot tip that the man who was the actual 
slayer had been picked up by Los Angeles 
police. Accompanied by Assistant State’s 
Attorney John M. Long, Golden went to 
Los Angeles where authorities turned the 
suspect, 23-year-old Percy King of Chicago, 
over to the detectives for extradition to the 
city of the crime. 

King made a full confession and impli- 
cated as his companions, Arthur. Murphy 
and Theodis Hester. The trio appeared be- 
fore a grand jury and were indicted for 
murder. Things moved swiftly after that. 
Judge Wilbert F. Crowley in Criminal 
Court sentenced King to die on November 
14, 1952, in the electric chair. Hester and 


Murphy were each sentenced to serve 199 
years in the state penitentiary. But oddly 
enough, luck of some sort was with King. 

He switched from Howard Williams and 
William Henry Huff who represented him 
in the lower courts along with Murphy and 
retained George N. Leighton and George 
Dorman (Scoops) Carry, criminal lawyers, 
to appeal the sentence to the state su- 
preme court. Carry, incidentally, will be 
remembered by jazz music lovers as the 
star alto saxophonist and manager of some 
of Earl (Fatha) Hines’ biggest and best 
bands. 

In a long and bitter fight, Leighton and 
Carry succeeded in beating the death sen- 
tence for King. At Springfield, Illinois, 
they got the reversal through “errors” in 


_the record, one of which asserted that As- 


sistant State’s Attorney Long had said he 
would waive a death penalty if King 
pleaded guilty. As it developed, Long de- 
manded and got the capital sentence. Huff 
represented Hester also. Today, all three 
men in the strange case are serving their 
terms in prison. 

Meanwhile, the despondent Smith, re- 
signed to a possible death sentence, went 
wild with delight when on May 22, 1952, 
Attorney Taylor accompanied the turnkey 
to his cell and announced that he was free. 
He jumped so high he almost bumped his 
head on the ceiling of the narrow cubicle. 
In court where he was formally dismissed, 
he told the judge “I’m going straight from 
now on. I’m not bitter, however, about be- 
ing the victim in this case of mistaken iden- 
tity, but I prayed to God and He answered 
my prayers.” 

Grant made tracks shortly afterward for 
California to “take a rest.” Before leav- 
ing, however, some of his bosom buddies 
made hay while the sun still shone with a 
round of “welcome home” and “victory” 
parties celebrating his freedom. Few Chi- 
cago taverns failed to put in a bid for a 
“Grant Smith Night.” The lucky ones that 
landed the “hero” of the night-life belt are 
still counting up their profits. 


ORTUNATELY, Grant Smith has been 

able to maintain his equilibrium, while 
playing the role of a favorite of women, 
even as many of his companions became 
enslaved to the easy life. That is why, at 
the time of the Benson murder, police dis- 
covered that he had a clean record. Despite 
the swarms of glamour girls from coast to 
coast who know him, Smith has managed 
his life in such a way that he has always 
been found to have some legitimate busi- 
ness enterprise to occupy his time. His 
mother perhaps has had the strongest in- 
fluence on her son. Mrs. Clifford J. Golston 
lives with him in his sumptuous South Side 
apartment and Grant “minds” her as 
though he were still m short pants. Mrs. 
Golston is well-to-do in her own right and 
helped put her son up in his first big busi- 
ness enterprise, the Ring Side Tavern at 
371 East Garfield Boulevard, which he 
owned at the time he was arrested. 


He did a better than average business 
which he lost when he was snatched away 
by the police and put in jail. But even here, 
Grant has family to fall back on. A brother, 
William, owns a prosperous restaurant in 
Detroit at Brush and Horton. A sister, Mrs. 
Luella Morrell, teaches school in Mont- 
gomery. 

After he got out of prison, Grant, re- 
turning from his visit to California, decided 
that the beauty parlor business might be 
profitable. He purchased a shop with six 
booths at 1164 East 53rd Street in the heart 
of the once exclusive Hyde Park business 
district. Today, he is thinking of getting an- 
other shop to accommodate the tremendous 
trade he gets from the glamour girl set. 

Recently, Grant worked out a deal in 
which he took over completely in the Hotel 
Pershing Lounge. With Miller Brown, 
known better as “Miller B.”, as his part- 
ner, Grant offers music and entertainment 
that today has cornered a huge patronage 
of the Chicago after dark set. 

On Monday he runs a “breakfast show” 
that starts at 7 a.m. and lasts until the late 
afternoon. Stars and personalities like 
Sarah Vaughan, Billie Holiday, bandleader 
Gene Ammons, the Four Step Brothers, 
Comedian Allen Drew, Roy Eldridge, Bull- 
moose Jackson, Joe Louis, Henry Arm- 
strong, Willie Mays, Edna Mae and Sugar 
Ray Robinson, Elder Dwight (Gatemouth) 
Moore of Birmingham, Bob Satterfield, 
Harold (Killer) Johnson, boxer Paul An- 
drews and his manager, Marshall Miles, 
the ubiquitous Kiah Sayles, the liquor 
salesman; Larry Steele, Ziggy Johnson of 
Detroit and Clarence Robinson, all well 
known night club producers, have all been 
guests at these unique gatherings that 
really jump to the music of the inspired 
Ahmad Jamal combination or to the music 
of the Duke Groner Trio. __ 

Meanwhile, the shrewd Grant (Strong 
Jones) Smith, capitalizing on his immense 
popularity, works his own cash register, 
keeps out of trouble while he carefully 
builds his reputation as “King of the Play- 
boys.” Although it takes hard work to suc- 
cessfully run the kind of enterprises with 
which he is involved, he manages somehow 
to live the life of the successful playboy 
with El Dorados, fine clothes, luxury apart- 
ments and travel at his leisure. 

That is why he makes it a business to be 
seen at the World Series wherever played; 
at the big collegiate and professional foot- 
ball and basketball games, at all big prize- 
fights, at the Kentucky Derby. His white- 
topped baby blue El Dorado is often parked 
near the Blue Note where the top jazz 
bands play or at the Chez Paree where 
Lena Horne, Joyce Bryant, and others en- 
tertain. When Miss Bryant last appeared 
there, she got one dozen American Beauty 
roses each night with a card signed, “From 
Strong Jones.” 

As he counted a roll big enough to choke 
a horse recently, Smith remarked, “If I am 
a playboy, I sure get some pay for my 
play!” THE END 
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Bat WAS MY MAN—the guy I loved. He was 

the guy I’d grown up loving, from high school 
days onward. He was the guy I’d wanted to marry 
ever since I knew what marriage really meant. And 
I think he had been ready to propose to me when 
the call of war came, taking him thousands of miles 


away to Korea. 

All during those two years he was away, I was 
lonely; I longed for him constantly, like death longs 
for life, like thirst longs for water. When he wrote 
that he’d been shot through the legs during a skir- 


mish at the front, I nearly died from wanting to be 
near him. I wished I could be his nurse in that 
hospital in Japan where he’d been sent to recover. 
And although he kept saying in his letters, “Don’t 
worry, honey, I'll be all right,” I worried. I didn’t 
believe it was just a minor injury like Bill said; in 
my worried mind, Bill was seriously hurt and he 
was trying to be brave, trying to keep my spirits up. 
One night, I dreamed that he was dying; I woke up 
screaming. I might have gone crazy that night if 
Mom hadn’t awakened and come to comfort me. 

I can tell you now that it was plain hell-on-earth 
for me there at home in Chicago, trying to keep 


going, helping Mom at our little Southside cafe, 
while Bill was far away in a hospital bed, a casualty 
of a war I’d cursed from the first week he was gone. 

But there was to be good news. The postman 
came one day with a letter from Bill. I tore it open 
hurriedly. My eyes were wet, my sight blurred, 
after I passed the line which said . . . “and, honey, 
I'll be home again soon” . . . Bill said he had been 
discharged from the hospital and that getting out 
of the Army was only a formality. He said, in this 
sweet letter, that he would soon be flying to San 
Francisco. Then, he said, only a plane fligat would 
lay between him and my arms. 

The kind of happiness I felt is not for words. I 
guess a condemned man feels the way I did after a 
pardon has come through from the governor. I 
guess a lost child feels the way I did after he’s been 
found by his loving parents. I guess a drowning 
person feels the way I did, all tingling inside, after 
a life-line has been thrown out to save him. The 
news that Bill was coming home was like a reprieve; 
I was the person suddenly freed from the daily 
tragedy of living alone with my thoughts while my 
loved one was away. The big thrill of Bill’s 
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coming surged within me every waking 
hour, and in nightly dreams, until that 
day when Bill was to land at Midway 
Airport. 

I was there, excited, anxious, annoyed 
by the length of time it took for his plane 
to taxi up the runway, annoyed by the time 
it took to wheel the steps up to the plane, 
to open the door, to let out other pas- 
sengers, for Bill to walk into the airport, 
where I was waiting. My heart pounded 
wildly with excitement; my arms ached for 
the feel of his body; my lips burned with 
desire that welled up from within. 

I realized now that it was only a few 
minutes from the time the plane landed 
until it had taxied up to the airport and 
discharged its passengers. But that day, 
every minute was like an hour— 

Then—there were no more annoyances. 
Bill had come; I held him tightly in my 
arms; all the while he crushed me to him; 
our lips met. I welcomed him with all the 
pent-up need of two long years, and his 
kisses told me that coming home again 
was good for him. We stood there in the 
airport, oblivious of those around us, curi- 
ous people who must have watched and 
smiled; we didn’t care about them, or the 
world; we had our own little world of hap- 
piness. I wanted it that way, and so did 
Bill. 

At long last, we released each other, and 
just stood there, looking at each other in 
that silly, speechless sort of way only true 
lovers know. Then Bill spoke: 

“Will you marry me, Gwen?” 

“Whenever you wish—” 

“Today? Right now?” 

“Can we, Bill? I mean, today?” 

“Why not?” 

“Isn’t there something about a 
test. And there’s Mom—” 

Bill was thoughtful. “You’re right. Your 
mother. Let’s go see her. You’re sure; ab- 
solutely sure?” 

“Bill, darling, I’ve been sure ever since 
you went away.” 

Bill’s deep brown eyes surveyed the 
whole of me, then returned to clinch with 
mine in eager love. There was a happy 
smile on his lean, handsome face. Bells of 
joy rang in his voice. 

“You're an angel, Gwen,” he said. “I’ve 
missed you so much. You'll never know 
how tough it was for me, not being able to 
see you when I wanted to, not being able 
to take you in my arms—” 

I silenced him with the tips of my fingers. 

“T know Bill,” I said, “and it’ll never be 
like that again. I promise you.” 

I meant every word of it. I'd wanted 
to marry Bill all my life, it seemed. He’d 
gone away, but now he was back. And he 
loved me as much as I loved him. Best of 
all, he wanted to get married right away. 
I'd said “yes” with a heart full of happi- 
ness, and a beautiful dream of the future. 
While Bill was gone to check out his bag- 
gage and hail a cab, I thrilled at the pros- 
pect of happy years ahead, when nothing 
could keep us apart. I saw us getting mar- 


38 


blood 


ried and settling down to rear a family. 
Oh, yes, I wanted children. The more the 
better. I only hoped the boys would grow 
up to be good and handsome like Bill; I 
wanted the girls to be like me— 

Bill broke into my daydreams to tell me 
that everything was ready. We were going 
to my house first, he said, to tell the news 
to Mom. 


GOMEWHERE across town, between kiss- 
\” es that burned my lips and told again 
our story of undying love. I thought about 
Mom. What I mean is, I paused to think 
soberly—or it could be that the mention of 
Mom’s name brought me back to earth. 
What would she think of all this? Would 
she object to our being married right 
away? Would she say that I was too 
young? Or that this was too sudden? 
That Bill should have time to get settled? 
I mentioned Mom to Bill. 

“Oh, she’ll be all for it,” he said with a 
confident grin. 

“Do you know Mom?” 

“Well enough, Gwen,” he said. “I know 
how to handle her. We'll just walk in and 
knock her off her feet. I’ve got an answer 
for every objection she might raise—and 
they’re all honorable.” 

The more I thought about it, though, the 
less confident was I that we could take Mom 
like a breeze. She was a strong-willed, in- 
dependent person, and she had her own 
ideas about what was right for me and 
wrong for me. I can’t say that I could 
blame her for that because the burden of 
rearing me had been hers for many years. 

Mom was home when we got there, her 
face plainly showing that she was glad to 
see Bill. My heart leaped with hope that, 
maybe, Bill was right after all. Mom asked 
him about the war, as we sat in our inex- 
pensively, but neatly-furnished living room, 
and Bill told her how it had been. He 
skipped most of the time he was laid up in 
the hospital. I was glad, for I didn’t want 
Mom worrying about his health. After a 
while, Bill got to the point: 

“Mrs. Dawson,” he said seriously, “Gwen 
and I are in love. We want to get mar- 
ried right away.” 

Mom was tall and lean and ageless. She 
had come through tough times since Dad 
died, leaving us with a large, old house and 
a small insurance policy. Years ago, she 
had been a housekeeper for some rich peo- 
ple up on the North Shore. She had given 
up that work and started “taking in” sew- 
ing after Dad died. She said it was be- 
cause she wanted to be closer to me now 
that she was all I had in the world. But 
sewing didn’t pay off, so Mom used the in- 
surance money to open a little restaurant, 
where I’d begun to work part-time during 
high school, then full-time after graduation. 
Although I had been out more than three 
years now, Mom still talked about my going 
to college. Nothing had come of it up to 
now because I frankly wasn’t as keen about 
it as she was, especially after Bill went to 
war. 


As she sat, her still face masking her 
emotions, I imagined that Mom lived over 
the years in her memory, recreating all the 
little dramas that had come up in my life, 
remembering how the problems had been 
solved; remembering how tough it had been 
to rear a good daughter in the fast city of 
Chicago, where temptations were laid open 
for pretty girls on every street corner and 
in hundreds of dens, I imagined that Mom 
went through her dream of my going to 
college and becoming something “worth- 
while.” I imagined that Mom was going to 
object. 

But she didn’t come right out with it. 
Instead, she asked: “Was the war really 
tough, Bill? I mean, did it hurt you any?” 

“The toughest thing, Mrs. Dawson, was 
being so far away from Gwen.” 

“Tt’s been tough on me, too,” Mom said. 
“Running a place like mine and trying to 
rear a daughter, too, is no soft job for a 
woman with no husband.” 

“T think you’ve done a wonderful job, 
Mrs. Dawson,” Bill said. “Gwen’s the finest 
girl I know, the finest I’ve ever known.” 

“You’re sweet to say it, Bill.” 

He went on: “You know, before I went 
away, I was trying to save up enough money 
to buy a filling station. I think I would have 
proposed to Gwen long ago but for that. 
I wanted to have things just right for her. 
Now, I have only a little money and things 
can’t be the way I want them for a little 
while. But, with your blessing, I think we 
can manage.” 

As Bill talked, it seemed that he and 
Mom had found a momentary kinship 
through their difficulties, Bill as a wounded 
fighter in war, Mom as a struggling widow 
at home. Although Mom’s troubles had 
made of her a sometimes-unbending person, 
she seemed to give in to Bill’s plea for my 
hand. 

“Tf that’s the way you feel,” she said, “I 
won't try to stop you. But, Bill, I want you 
to take good care of Gwen. She hasn’t had 
the best of everything. Education, for one 
thing. God knows, I wanted to send her 
away to college—” She paused, as if it 
pained her to remember that her plan had 
not succeeded. “But I know she loves you. 
I’ve told her she was lovesick, mooning all 
over the place while you were away. I'll 
tell you, it’s a good thing I wasn’t hiring 
her as an outsider—” 

“Oh, Mother!” I broke in. 
have to tell everything!” 

Immediately I was sorry I had broken in 
to her words. What she was saying sounded 
like she was teasing us, but in reality, it 
was a mask for thoughts of “losing” me. 
As she turned to me, I saw that tears were 
streaming down her cheeks. 

“Gwen’s my only child, Bill. You’ve got 
to treat her right.” 

The words trailed off in emotion and the 
flow of tears was free. I think this was the 
first time since Dad died 10 years before 
that I had seen Mom cry like this. I went 
over to her, hugged her close to me; and in 
that moment, instead of bubbling over with 
happiness in thought of my coming mar- 
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riage, I felt like bawling, too. Bill sat by, 
an uncomfortable, left-out expression on his 
face, fidgeting with his hat. 

“Cheer up, now, Mom,” I said when I 
had regained my composure. “After all, it 
isn’t going to be a funeral, you know. Bill 
and I are going to get married and we’re 
going to rear a nice family, aren’t we 
Bill?” 

“That’s right,” Bill said, “and they’ll 
have the nicest grandmother in the world.” 

“__And—” I began to say something, 
but Mom had a question for Bill: 

“Where will you live?” 


HAT QUESTION was a test we weren’t 

prepared for. A person might not think 
two young adults could be so much in love 
they never stopped to consider where they'd 
live after marriage. That sounded too 
much like a movie plot—until it happened 
to us! The thought of what Mom had 
brought up scared me. Bill had just re- 
turned and his folks only had a small, al- 
ready-crowded flat out on Indiana Avenue. 
Mom knew this as well as I did— 

I could see that Bill, too, was puzzled by 
the question. He fumbled for an answer. 
“I was thinking of renting a place, Mrs. 
Dawson,” he said. 

It was not a convincing thing to say. 
Good rentals were practically unheard of 
at decent prices in Chicago. All of us 
knew we couldn’t afford a place on Drexel 
Boulevard, nor in the new Lake Meadows 
apartments. 

Mother fixed Bill with a serious look. 
“Bill,” she said in an understanding tone, 
“you’ve been through a lot for a young man. 
I'm thinking of that as much as I am of 
your love for Gwen when I say it’ll be all 
right for you to get married. But you’ll soon 
find that life can be rough, too, and you’ve 
got to think right with it, if you’re going to 
get ahead. Look at you now—and you too, 
Gwen—you’re all set to get married and 
you don’t have a place to live!” 

We were both silent, Bill and I. I won- 
dered how he would pull us through this 
crisis. But Mom spoke again: 

“T’'ve been thinking while we’ve been sit- 
ting here,” she told Bill. “Gwen and I have 
a good-sized house here. Suppose you get 
married and live here with me until you can 
get a place of your own.” 

Bill welcomed the idea. “It would be 
just for a little while,” he assured Mom. “I 
know I can get my old job back at the fill- 
ing station. The boss wrote me not long 
ago and told me that the job was waiting 
for me.” Another thought struck him. 
“Are you sure, Mrs. Dawson, that you won’t 
mind?” 

“I suggested it, didn’t 1? Of course, I 
won’t mind—just as long as you and Gwen 
don’t try to take me for a good thing, and 
as long as you work and save toward get- 
ting a place of your own.” 

Bill didn’t ask me what I thought about 
it, although under the circumstances, since 
I wanted to get married as badly as he did, 
Icouldn’t object. Yet, I wondered how Bill 


and Mom would get along on an every-day 
basis. It had been a long time since we'd 
had a man in the house. 

With Mom watching silently, and I 
thought, doubtfully, Bill and I rushed 
through plans for our wedding. Mom’s 
and my house was a story-and-a-half bunga- 
low, with two rooms on the second floor, 
one of which had been my bedroom. Mom 
said we could use that part of the house and 
share the rest of it with her. While I set 
out to change the furniture around a little 
and redecorate the rooms, Bill bought little 
items—bed-clothing, dinnerware, a radio- 
phonograph, which he installed downstairs 
in the living room. He also bought a small 
radio for our bedroom, some pictures to 
replace the old ones on the walls, and other 
knickknacks. For me, it was a week of 
fun. 

Then, 10 days after Bill had returned 
home, we got married. 

Ours was a simple wedding in a Baptist 
minister’s parsonage, with Mom, a few 
friends, and Bill’s family in attendance. I 
realize now that the whole ceremony was in 
some ways unreal. Perhaps I think so be- 
cause we had hurried so much. If I were 
to marry again, I certainly would want 
more pomp and hoop-de-doo. I remember 
thinking that Bill’s parents disapproved. I 
guessed then that they blamed me for rush- 
ing him into marriage too soon after his re- 
turn from the Army. I hoped I was wrong 
about them, for they were nice people who 
had known me all my life. 

I wondered if Bill had talked to them 
about our getting married the same way he 
talked it over with Mom. If he hadn’t, then 
I could understand it if they felt a bit funny 
about the whole thing. 

But after the marriage was over, all my 
fears about Bill’s parents were put to rest. 
Bill’s mother came over to kiss me. “I 
hope you and Bill will be happy,” she said, 
smiling proudly. Bill’s father made quite 
a show out of kissing the bride—me. And 
Bill’s married sister, Ethel, announced that 
she was having us as her guests at a little 
reception that night. It was wonderful! 
Everyone wished us well, and we received 
many lovely gifts; there were jokes about 
first nights with young married couples 
and some rather naughty advice from the 
men for Bill. There was to be no honey- 
moon, for Bill had to go to work, but I 
didn’t care. I was married now; we could 
take a trip any time. 

“How does it feel to be Mrs. Bill Hamp- 
ton?” my husband asked when we had a 
moment alone. 

“Like a dream come true.” 

“Tt is a dream come true,” he said. “If 
you could only know how many nights I 
lay awake in that hospital, thinking of you, 
wishing I had you in my arms, wishing that 
you were mine. One night I dreamed that 
you were already married, and—” 

“T thought of you, too, Bill. Thought 
about you and wanted you until I ached. 
Sometimes I was the loneliest person in the 
world. So lonely for you, Bill. I don’t 
ever want to be lonely again.” 


“You won’t be,” Bill said. 
you that.” 

I kissed him, full on the lips, hard, with 
all the strength of great love in my heart. 
This marriage, I knew, was for all time, 
truly ‘til death parted us. 

That night, Bill and I went to Ethel’s 
party, and thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. 
Ethel and her husband didn’t have much 
extra money, but they sacrificed that night 
for our happiness. Afterward, Bill and I 
went night clubbing, celebrating our happi- 
ness from one end of the Southside to the 
Loop. At 5:30 in the morning, we arrived 
home, exhausted, but happier than ever. 
We didn’t even care that we couldn’t afford 
a honeymoon. I only regretted that Bill 
would have to go to work that afternoon. 
The way I felt, I needed him with me for a 
long, long time. 

We walked into the house arm-in-arm, 
went right upstairs and closed our door. 


“I promise 


HE SUN WAS HIGH when we pulled 

ourselves out of bed. It had been a won- 
derful night, our first as husband and wife, 
and now came the day. I went downstairs 
to cook Bill’s breakfast for the first time, 
and I’d never enjoyed fixing a meal so 
much. I wanted the ham and eggs just 
tight, the coffee hot, the biscuits so soft 
they’d melt in his mouth. Mom had gone 
out, so I had the kitchen all to myself. And, 
if I do say so myself, I was a real good 
cook that morning. 

When breakfast was ready, I called Bill. 

“Be right with you honey,” he answered. 
He came down, marveling at the food, and 
I could tell by the light in his eyes as he 
ate that he loved me even more now than 
the night before. 

“You know something, Mrs. Hampton?” 

“What?” 

“You’re a doggone good cook.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Hampton. My mother 
owns a restaurant, you know.” 

“That reminds me,” Bill said. “Are you 
still a working girl?” 

“What do you think?” 

“T guess you are,” Bill said, “but you’re 
keeping some bad working hours. Think 
you'll get fired for getting to the job late?” 

Both of us laughed at Bill’s little tease. 
He got up, stretched, reached for me. 
Again I tasted the fullness and the sweet 
nectar of his lips. We parted reluctantly— 
but Bill did have a job to go to. 

As he dashed out, I said: “Come by the 
restaurant for your supper. I'll fix it for 
you.” 

“Will do.” Then he was gone. 

Now, when I told Bill to get his supper 
at the restaurant, I had never given it a 
second thought. It just seemed the natural 
thing to say. That’s where I was going to 
be, so that’s where he had to eat. 

But Mom had other ideas—as I found 
out on arriving. 

The restaurant was a small place, ar- 
ranged so we could serve 16 people at one 
time without too much walking. It was ar- 
ranged for (Continued on Page 66) 
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HE TIRELESS STORK delivered 

more than 4 million blessed bundles 
in the nation last year, outdoing his own 
best record. The astronomical count of 
rosebud noses was still going on in late 
February, but all the experts conceded 
that some 4,070,000 little newcomers 
will be around to celebrate National 
Baby Week this year, April 30 through 
May 7. 

America’s previous birth record, set in 
1953, was 3,971,000. The big family 
trend is continuing, so that the record 
increase has not come from first-born 
children, but from second, third, fourth 
and fifth children in a family. The U. S. 
Census Bureau estimates that the num- 
ber of fourth-born children soared 65 
per cent between 1942 and 1953. 

Happily the business of being born 
and getting a foothold in this world is 
safer for babies nowadays. The National 
Office of Vital Statistics in Washington 
points out that for each of the first eleven 
months of 1954, the infant mortality rate 
was lower than that for the correspond- 
ing month of any previous year. The 
infant mortality rate for January through 
November was 26.6 deaths under one 
j) Year for each 1,000 live births. For the 
) @itire year of 1953, the rate of loss was 
“infant deaths for each 1,000. 
| The approach of Child Health Day, 
May 1, around which National Baby 
Week is centered, is an appropriate sea- 
son to recognize the contribution of 
modern medical science, covering better 
prenatal care and diets, greater under- 
standing of nutrition. In 1930, the in- 
fant mortality rate was 64.8 losses among 
the newborn, and even in 1940, the rate 
was 47.4 among each 1,000. Close to 90 
per cent of all births now take place in 
the hospital, and 95 per cent of all the 
nation’s babies are brought into the 
world by physicians. 

Getting back to the question of food, 
the new mother must often think of 
wide-open bird (Continued on Page 81) 
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Hints collected by Mrs. Dan GERBER, mother of five 


It’s interesting to note the 
simple plan nutritionists have 
developed for a well-balanced, 
nutritionally-sound diet. The 
“Basic 7” Plan calls for daily 
use of the foods represented in the 
following groups: 


- Milk 

- Special “baby cereals” 

- Orange Juice 

- Bananas, other fruits, vegetables 
- Meats, egg yolks 

- Green and yellow vegetables 

- Vitamin A and D drops 
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Interesting to note, too, that Gerber’s 
offer foods for your baby from 5 of 
the 7 important groups listed above. 


The supplementary iron, calcium 
and B-vitamins needed by babies 
shortly after birth, are supplied by 
Gerber’s enriched, ready - to - serve 
Baby Cereals. 

Now available in the “Quad” pack- 
age—small-size boxes of Rice, Barley, 
Oatmeal and Cereal Food (a mixed 
cereal) — all wrapped together for 
easy introduction of cereal variety. 


Vitamin C, so vital to healthy gums 
and tissues, is uniformly high in 





Gerber’s Strained Orange 
Juice — processed for babies. 


The energy-giving calories 
active babies need are abun- 
dant in Gerber’s Strained Bananas. 
Made from fully - ripe fruit for easy 
digestibility. 

Excellent source of the complete 
proteins that aid growth and the de- 
velopment of all body structures — 
Gerber’s 8 Strained Meats made of 
selected Armour cuts—and specially 
prepared Strained Egg Yolks. 


For high vitamin-A value, impor- 
tant B-vitamins and minerals needed 
in the daily infant diet — Gerber’s 
Strained green and yellow vegetables 
such as carrots, garden vegetables, 
spinach, squash, sweet potatoes, 
green beans. 















Babies are our business ... our only business! 


CSerbenr BABY FOODS 


FREMONT. MICHIGAN 


4 CEREALS + OVER 60 STRAINED AND JUNIOR FOODS. INCLUDING MEATS 
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Mothers praise laxative that 
sweetens upset stomach, too 


When constipation sours little 
tummies; children sulk and cry— 
often have tantrums—can’t sleep 
or eat right. That’s because sour, 
gassy stomach upset makes them 
jeel irritable and miserable! 

That’s why thousands of mothers give 
Syrup of Black-Draught at first sign of 
coated tongue, bad breath—sluggishness. 
Its wonderful laxative action helps sweeten 
sour stomach too! Then children smile 
and play happily again ! 

Syrup of Black-Draught contains pure 
vegetable herbs that act thoroughly, 
gently. No harsh oriias! Brings comfort- 
ing constipation relief overnight — thus 
helps sweeten sour stomach. Tastes so 
honey-sweet children loveit. Over 
18,000, +” bottles sold. 

Get bottle of wonderful Syrup of 
Black- ~Draught at any druggist’s—today! 


ADULTS, TOO! Try regular Black-Draught 
laxative-stomach sweetener for your con- 
stipation. Famous since 1840! In familiar 
Powder or Granulated form...and new, 
easy-to-take Tablets, too! 


EARN BIG MONEY 


BE YOUR OWN BOSS « GET A BETTER JOB 
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Wife Beats Hubby 
Earning Money! 


TEXAS MAN QUITS JOB 


“My wife wasmakingso much 
money selling cosmetics that 
* I quit my job,” said James 
» Campbell of Texas.“‘I started 
taking orders for Lucky Heart 
Products, too. I made $30 to 
$40 profit in first few hours!” 
Do you, too, need more 
money? $50—$100—$200? 
Want to be your own boss? 
Take vacations and days off 
whenever you like without 
asking anyone? Then become 
a LUCKY HEART Representative. Join the 
hundreds of successful, happy men and women 
who make big money this easy, glamorous 
way. Fullor spare time. No experience needed. 
Just show, demonstrate and sell Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics. You'll make big money easily when 
you show your friends exclusive quality, na- 
tionally advertised LUCKY HEART Cos 
meties! Start now. Write today for LUCKY 
HEART'S offer of a big, beautiful DISPLAY 
CASE containing a complete selection of full- 
size cosmetics. It’s FREE if you act right 
away! Write LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2-E 
400 Mulberry Street, Memphis 2, Tennessee 
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The Kind Of Man I Want 


(Continued from Page 31) 


right, too, but it isn’t really necessary. As 
for looks, I'll settle for a nice, clean-cut 
young fellow. He’s got to be sharp, by the 
way, a real dap guy who looks good as 
far as appearances in attire are concerned. 
I love that—men who dress well. 

In the age department, this ideal man of 
mine should be at least thirty-two. Al- 
though I’m only twenty-five, I prefer 
men a little older. Take a man twenty- 
eight, my goodness, he’s just a guy twen- 
ty-eight. Actually, he’s only twenty-two. So 
I like them older. It helps—don’t ask me 
what it helps—but it helps. 

From what walk of life would I choose 
my mate? I would like a professional man. 
I don’t mean one in show business, but a 
doctor or a lawyer or teacher, something 
like that. It doesn’t really matter if he 
has been married before, because most of 
the professional men in the right age 
bracket would have been. 

The nationality of my ideal man doesn’t 
matter to me. Race would not be a factor, 
and I would enter into a mixed marriage 
just as quickly as not. I’m not one to put 
much faith in some of the ideas they foster 
about mixed marriages, like “They'll never 
work.” I think it’s so untrue because I 
-know a lot of people both in and out of 
show business who have mixed marriages 
and they work out. 

On the other side of the fence, I have 
a lot of friends who tell me I couldn’t 
marry a Negro because he wouldn’t under- 
stand my sort of wide background and 
things like that. But I don’t think there’s 
any difference between either race, so 
whoever I fell in love with, his race 
wouldn’t matter. 

And I’m still old-fashioned enough to 
believe that people should really get mar- 
ried for love. Of course, it’s all right to 
get married for love if there is money, too 
—I don’t know who said that. But since I 
am more or less self-sufficient, my ideal 
man doesn’t have to be wealthy. 

On the other hand, he’s got to have some 
sort of initiative. Be broke, but have in- 
itiative. He’s got to want to move along 
and get ahead in the world. 

Those are some, although not all, of the 
major considerations. Now let’s get down 
to some of the minor ones. One of the first 
among them is motion pictures. I love 
movies, and [’ll have to catch up on them, 
so I think my husband will have to spend 
practically half his lifetime at movies. Then 
too, I do like opera and things like that. 
Night clubs are all right as far as catching 
openings or seeing someone I like to see. 
but I don’t particularly care for night 
clubs, and I don’t like bars. 

This man of mine should also be the 
outdoor type. I like golfing, boating and 
bowling as well as spectator sports, and I 
like real crazy things like the bull fights. 

Along with his outdoor interests, my 
husband would also have to be willing to 
travel. Not constantly, but at intervals. I’d 


really like to travel to see these places I’ve 
already been to. I always had to go as an 
entertainer, and never had a chance to see 
them as a tourist or a visitor would. 

It would also be nice to have a really 
handy man around the house, because I 
don’t know anything about fuses or elec- 
tricity or making end tables. Of course, I 
don’t want a man to do a woman’s job, but 
by the same token I wouldn’t want him to 
think I should lug furniture and stuff like 
that. I would never ask him to wash 
dishes but it would be nice if both could 
work together making a home. That way, 
you could really enjoy it. And there would 
be so much to do at home in building our 
own little house that we could grow so 
much closer. 

I doubt if we would have any servants, 
although I’m warning hubby-to-be that I’m 
not going to do any heavy washing or 
ironing (I don’t dig that nohow). If he 
expects me to, [ll just burn up a couple 
of shirts in the beginning so he’ll know 
they have to go to the laundry. 

And just for kicks, I'd like a man who 
can cook. I like to cook nice things and I 
think a man should cook,too. I like very 
highly seasoned foods—lItalian, French, 
Spanish and Armenian dishes, although 
I’m mostly vegetarian. And then I like 
good home cooking. 

All this may sound like I want to mo- 
nopolize a man once I get the ring on my 
finger, but if he liked his books and papers 
and magazines, I could allot him the time 
because I do an awful lot of reading. 

Furthermore, I believe in a man having 
a lot of freedom—on that score I’m very, 
very broadminded. This may sound strange, 
but I do believe he should have all the free- 
dom that he can, with one reservation: that 
he have natural respect for his wife. 

It’s my belief that what my husband does 
in his business and what I don’t know won't 
hurt me. And, if the grass looks a little 
greener across the street, then let him go 
on over there and graze a little while. He'll 
come back. I have to believe that. 

You see, I don’t believe in these nagging 
women who are always moaning, “Where 
were you tonight?” and “You don’t love me 
anymore” and “yak, yak, yak.” I’ve seen 
so many marriages ruined because of a 
silly, suspicious wife. 

My offering a man his freedom, inciden- 
tally, is not a means of setting up a two- 
way street. I’m not a promiscuous girl, 
and in fact believe that men lean a little 
more toward that than women. But I 
would ask that my husband not have a 
narrow mind. I would want him to accept 
people so if it were men he saw me with 
or talking to, this little green-eyed monster 
wouldn’t be jumping up all the time. Be- 
cause show business is my business—or 
will have been—and I’ve known so many 
people, I would probably sometime meet 
men who have had crushes on me, and my 
husband would have to understand that. 

But my husband could trust me. I think 
that’s one thing you have to have in mar- 
riage, a little faith, and a little confidence. 
You must trust one another. 



















es I’ve 
as an 
to see 


really 
iuse [| 
elec- 
irse, [ 
b, but 
iim to 
ff like 
wash 
could 
| way, 
would 
ig our 
Iw sO 


vants, 
at I’m 
ig or 
If he 
ouple 
know 


1 who 
and | 
> very 
‘ench, 
10ugh 

like 


» Mo- 
n my 
apers 

time 


aving 
very, 
ange, 
free- 
- that 


does 
won't 
little 
n go 


He'll 


ging 
here 
e me 
seen 
of a 


den- 
two- 
girl, 
ittle 
it I 
ea 
cept 
with 
ster 
Be- 
—or 
any 
reet 


HOW TO HAVE 
’ HAPPY 
HEALTHY 
~ CHILDREN 


RVERY MOTHER wants her child to 
— be ‘happy, healthy and well adjusted. 
b achieve this she must see that all his 
ints and needs are promptly filled. A 
k [needs love more than anything else 
the world, and one of the best ways to 
¢ him happy and secure in his tiny 
4 is to show him that he is dearly 
: gad warmly appreciated. Take time 
f busy days to enjoy young chil- 
: Play with them when they want to 
> and run all over the yard, read to 
in the best-loved nursery rhymes and 
and take them to church and 
minday School to worship. Get to know 
four children and have a wonderful time 
ing up with them. 
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HETHER THE BABY is three 
months or three years old, clothes 
can be mighty important. As soon as 
babies are old enough to notice colors, 
they seem to know when they are dressed 
up and react to the flattery of how nice 
they look. 
It is not wise to buy too many clothes 


BABY! 












when a new baby arrives, as they grow 
so fast the clothes become useless in a 
month or so. After the six-month stage, 
it is a little easier to dress them, for the 
creepers and little two-piece suits for 
boys or girls are practical and come in 
various sizes. The cotton knits and 


boucles wash and dry quickly and al- 
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ways have the dressed up look. 

One or two fine cotton or linen outfits 
are nice for very special occasions for 
little boys, and of course the assortment 
of dresses for girls is wide and varied, 
but these should be carefully selected, 
taking into consideration the growth of 
the baby. As soon as babies start to 
crawl, long pants are needed to protect 
their legs and knees. In high fashion 
are cute little blue jeans, corduroy and 
many other practical outfits that are easy 
to care for and will make the work easier 
and lighter for mother. 


Keeping babies clean and sweet-smelling is 
most important. The best baby soap, oils 
and powder should be used at all times. 


“Rocky” does not like the idea of laying 
down to show off his new striped nylon 
shorts that are just like Daddy's. $2.95. 


It’s bedtime, and “Rocky” looks very much 
like Santa in bright red cotton flannel, two- 
piece sleepers with covered toes. $2.98. 
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All dressed up to go visiting with mommie 
in white dacron creeper with buttoned 
crotch, white socks and shoes. $2.98. 
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tical and cute for a boy or girl, is this setting with the modern touch of wrought 
arried out in table, chairs and lamp. Headboard of bed has bookcase or top 


Pretty, practical linoleum rug has gay plaid design. Room is perfect for play. 














= YZ oe 


a Mh 


Tras 


|) simple but practical room for kiddies has twin beds and 
blue denim bedspreads. Desk and bookcases are of maple 
Pe to match the bed. 
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CHILD’S ROOM can be his palace, 

so it should be light and airy with 
nothing to clutter or get in the way of 
the tiny feet. The room should be de- 
signed for the child rather than to please 
the taste of mother. With the many 
“don’t touch” signals that apply to arti- 
cles in other rooms of the house, the 
children should at least have freedom 
and enjoy what is theirs in their little 
world. This does not mean that they 
should be allowed to destroy or abuse 
what they have, but they should be taught 
the value of caring for their possessions 
as soon as they are old enough to un- 
derstand. 

In a new baby’s room, only the most 
essential pieces should be used. It is not 
wise to go all out and buy a lot of pieces 
that the baby will outgrow in a few 
months. As the child grows older, the 
pieces should be functional as well as 
decorative, and if the room allows play 
space, don’t clutter it with unnecessary 
things. The old color standards for boys 
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alace, and girls have changed and now yellows, 
y with soft greens, aqua and many other pastels 
ray of are used. Let the color suit the child. 
ve de- Wallpaper should be easy to wash and 
please simple in design. Many attractive do-it- 

many yourself ideas can be used for pictures 
» arti- and other decor throughout the room. 
e, the There is something in furniture and ac- 
edom cessories to fit every budget. 

little Bedspreads and covers, as well as the 

they rugs, should be of washable cotton or 
abuse nylon that can be tossed into the ma- 
aught chine for frequent washings. Children 
sions will take pride in the appearance of their 
O un- room if it is attractive and they are given 

good, sensible lessons in care at the 

most training age. If they share a room with 
is not an older brother or sister, they are 
pieces bound to copy habits, and mothers 
| few should take time to find out how their 
, the children live so they can grow up with oh 
ll as more assurance. . ae : 

play This seems to be the age when chil- A practical studio room for the “Little Miss” has an easy-to-reach chest of drawers and 
ssary dren have definite tastes, likes and dis- picture cutouts in gay colored frames. Gay doll house print cover is made of good treated 
hove likes, so try to go along with them. cotton” that will wash and dry easily. Cotton rug will respond to soap and water. 
r| Children_ 
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A typical boy’s room with all the trimmings A room to grow in when the kiddies come close together, must have ample space. Baby’s 
even teen-agers would like has a prac- bed and play pen occupy a prominent space, while big brother has a stepladder for his 
tical blond maple desk for school work. bed, with his toy chest and all the trimmings. All furniture is maple. 
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nooking 


I{ lunch time is difficult, try something new. 
Make a funny face from a peach half and 
use a cherry for the nose, raisins for the 
eyes, and a pimento hat. Cut the mouth 
nut. Serve on a@ bed of shredded lettuce 
with cottage cheese and crushed salted pea- 
nuts. The healthful rye crisp is buttered 
and sprinkled with cinnamon and sugar. 


M AKE MEALTIME a pleasant time 
; for children, whether they are tiny 
babies or almost teen-agers. The way 
are fed and their mealtime sur- 
roundings, can form a lifetime impres- 
ion. Many times children’s likes and 
lislikes for food stem from the attitude 
f parents when feeding them, and the 
emarks which are made of their own 
personal dislike. As children grow old 
nough to sit at the table, it is a good 


ney 


freakfast time can be glamorous, and if it is hard to 
mpt appetites with cooked cereals, try the fancy touch 
vith sliced bananas and cherries, or other fresh fruits. To 
make them feel grownup, make the cocoa with water and 

: the children add their own cream. Try to add a cheer- 
ful touch with dishes and place mats—it works wonders! 











Catering To Children’s Appetites 


policy to plan meals for the child along 
with those of the entire family. For the 
best development and health, every child 
must be well fed and given foods for his 
individual needs. If one meal is planned 
for all the family, it will benefit every- 
one, and foods can be bought to a better 
advantage. No two children have the 
same eating habits, and it is mother’s 
job to see that the correct foods are 
served to the family to set the example 















and pattern for eating. 

Too often, mothers pay more atten- 
tion to the likes and dislikes of friends 
and guests, than they do to their own 
families. It is good to remember that 
the family appreciates pretty table set- 
tings, gay, clean linens, colorful place 
mats, fruit and flowers in the center of 
the table, and food served at its best to 
attract the eye as well as appease the 


appetite. 





If the children won’t eat cereals, try a breakfast or lunch- 
eon sandwich that is really new and different, and full of 
vitamins for finicky appetites. Made of instant ralston and 
milk, it is molded in a loaf pan, chilled, then dipped im 
crumbs and fried. Serve it hot with jelly or jam in be 
tween. Bits of bacon or ham may be added if desired. 








MRS. ALMA JOHN 
Director, ‘Homemakers’ Club”’ 


Electric Kitchen Adviser 
on Station WWRL, New York, New York 


Omaha Public Power District, Omaha, Nebraska 


MRS. SADIE G. WASHINGTON 
Director, Home Economics Dept. 
Langston University, Langston,Oklahoma 


MRS. MABEL LAWRENCE 


Member of Cafeteria Staff 
Northside School, Hempstead, Long Island 


MRS. ADDIE MAE WHITTAKER 
Homemaking Teacher 
De Fremery Recreation Center, Oakiand, California 


MRS. THELMA D. MAYES 
Homemaking Teacher 
Carver High School, Amarillo, Texas 





Try this famous reci i 
pe for Carnatio 
FRIED CHICKEN and CREAM eRavy 


Cut 1 frying chicken j 
n in serving pieces. pip ; 
¥% cup undiluted Carnation, then in see 


Seasoned flour. i 
Brown in hot Shortening in 


utes, or until Chicken is t 


CREAM Gravy: BI 
! YY: Blend 3 tablespoon i 
drippings with 3 tablespoons mee en 


ov 
er low heat. Slowly add mixture of 1 cup 


undiluted Carnation and 1 cup water: simme 
; r 


MRS. BERNICE BRADFORD BASS 5 : 
"7 minutes, Stirring Occasionally 


Graduate Home Economist 
Little Rock, Arkansas 


Every one is a food expert...every one cooks with Carnation! 
All these good ladies have made careers of nutrition < C@——> >>> 
and good food. All are topnotch homemakers, too... 
famous for their delicious cooking. All cook with 
Carnation Milk. 

They invite you to be a member of the “Carnation 
Club of Good Cooks.” All you do to join is discover 
Carnation’s double-richness, creamy flavor, and better 

blending qualities...in every recipe that calls for milk. S 7 

So buy some Carnation Milk today. Good cook ni EVAPORATED 
though you are, you'll be a better cook tonight! (Guaahved bye 


Good Housekeeping 
WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK < 4 
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Send A Copy 


To Your Friends 


. .. without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 


Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


(] If possible, send the May issue. 
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GET A 
U.S. GOVERNMENT JOB! 


Grade School Necessary 


City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carriers now get $3,270.00 the first year 
f regular employment and automatically increase $100 
a year to $4,070.00. Open to Men—Women 18 to 50. 
Clerks and Carriers can be promoted to other postal 
positions paying as high as $8,437.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 


Railway Postal Clerks get $3,470.00 the first year of 
gular employment, being p ith 
each month. ($144.58 each pay day.) Their pay is 

sutomatically increased yearly to $4,270.00. Advance 

nay be had to Chief Clerk at $6,565.00 a year. Men 
o 50 only. 


d on the first and fifteen’ 





3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 
lays and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 

ey were working. They travel on a pass when on busi- 

$ When they grow old, they are retired with a 
ansion 


Many Other Positions 


Many other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
enographers—Typists—Patrol Inspectors—Meat Inspec- 

etc. Those wishing these positions should qualify 
once 


Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
xday—NOW at once. 
\ithough the Institute is not government controlled, this 
an result in your getting a big paid government job. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. C-63 Rochester 4, N. Y. 


tush to me, entirely free of charge (1) a full descrip- 
1 of U. S. Government Jobs; (2) F copy of illus- 
ated 36-page book, “How to Get a U. S. Government 

with (3) List of U. S. Government Jobs; (4) Tell 
how to qualify for one of these jobs. 


se This Coupon Before You Mislay it. Write or Print 
Plainly. 








YOUR OWN 
LUCKY COIN 
WITH YOUR SIGN 
OF THE ZODIAC 
Claimed by many to 
bring health, wealth 
and happiness to the 

possessor. 
FREE — Special Offer — 
with every coin you will 
receive a miniature Bible 
said to be the smallest 
Bible in the world. . 
Rush $1 for your “lucky 
coin” and FREE Bible. 
Send your birthdate when 
ordering. 
ELOISE A. WHITE $] 
Dept. A, 799 B’way, N. Y. 3, N.Y. 

















A tasty lunch time snack with 
plenty of nourishment for add- 
ed vigor and vitality can be 
whipped up in a few minutes. 
Quick mix muffins can be made 
with various cereals, either 
plain or with fruits, and served 
warm with honey, butter and 
jam to delight fastidious appe- 
tites. Mugs of steaming malt- 
ed milks, ovaltine, chocolate 
milk or cocoa topped with 
marshmallows may be served 
with it. 





Teach children to eat a well 
balanced breakfast, with fruit, 
cereal, toast, bacon and eggs. 
If the meal is well presented 
and the menu is appetizing, 
the results will be most grati- 
fying to mother. Setting a table 
with grownup touches will help 
so much in the training of good 
manners, which will be reflect- 
ed in later years. 
















Is dry cereal a problem to 
you? If so, why not try mixing 
blueberries, strawberries and 
fresh peaches with it. Let the 
youngsters mix their own, as it 
gives them the assurance that 
they know what they are do- 
ing. Try the individual pack- 
ages of cereals and let the 
children become accustomed 
to variety. Their appetites are 
changeable, and the whole 
process can be fun. 
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Gambling 
Ruined 
My Life 


(Continued from Page 27) 
due if even one payment is in arrears. So 
you can’t say we haven’t given you every 
chance.” He extended his hand toward me. 
“The key to your car if you please.” 

“No!” I cried, jumping up. “I’ll—” 

“We can repossess it, you know,” he 
warned sharply. 

“Please—please!” I begged desperately, 
“Don’t do that. Listen—give me just twen- 
ty-four hours more. And I promise— 

“We've given you far too much time al- 
ready,” the man said wearily as he got up 
and started toward the door. 

“Just twenty-four hours more,” I pleaded. 
“If I don’t have every cent of your money 
by then, you can take my car. Honestly—” 

The man stopped and sighed, “Okay, 
lady. But this is positively your last 
chance.” He glanced at his watch. “T’'ll 
be here at four tomorrow—that’s exactly 
twenty-four hours. And I'll bring a repos- 
sess order—just in case.” 

“Oh, thank you!” I exclaimed, letting 
out a breath of relief. “Thank you so very 
much! J’ll have the money, I really will.” 

The instant he was gone I hurried to my 
husband’s handsome study and sat down 
before the telephone. But when I touched 
its cold, impersonal metal, my desperate 
resolution cooled before the realization of 
what I was about to do. It would be the 
last, the final downward step—would strip 
me of the remaining shreds of my self-re- 
spect—and decency. Because I had no il- 
lusions whatever about Don Barris, the 
man to whom I meant to appeal in this hour 
of great distress. I had little doubt that 
he would lend me what I needed. But there 
would be a price I dreaded even thinking 
of. For I’d never been sexually unfaithful 
to my husband despite temptations which 
sometimes had been very strong. Because 
Grant is much older than I and too pre- 
occupied with his work to adequately sat- 
isfy the needs of my young, warm-blooded 
body. 

Still, I cared too much for him and had 
too much self respect to be untrue to him. 
And knowing how few in our set shared 
my scruples, my virtuousness had been the 
one thing that had sustained me in recent 
months in the other deceptions I’d_prac- 
ticed. 

It was these deceptions which had 
brought me to the very brink of disaster, 
meaning discovery of them by Grant. And 
one of the reasons I even considered the 
desperate expedient of getting money from 
such a man as Don Barris was that if 
Grant found out that I had pawned the sev- 
eral valuable diamond rings he’d given me, 
mortgaged every stick of our furniture, and 
only a month after his birthday gift of a 
new, expensive car I’d borrowed heavily on 

















(Somplex 
Miracle = 


... lt can happen AZ 


Stop crying over ugly pimples, blem- 
ishes, blotchy rashes. Today you can 
do something about it. Discover the 
glorious complexion secret of Palmer’s 
SKIN SUCCESS Soap. See for yourself 
what the marvelous, deep-acting medi- 
cated foam can do when your com- 
plexion is menaced that way by surface 
germs. Yes, today you can do much 
more than just dream about a clearer, 
smoother, lovelier complexion. Thou- 
sands have proved it with SKIN SUCCESS 
Soap. Still only 25c. 





Get SKIN SUCCESS OINTMENT for fast, 
blessed relief from the itching misery of 
eczema, tetter, aggravated rashes and 
other nagging skin troubles. 









See How This Amazing 
FOAMY MEDICATION WORKS 
WONDERS FOR UPSET SKIN 


1. It eases the annoying irritation 
like magic. Your skin begins to 
feel better right away. 

2. It gets down to the pores and 


helps remove those surface skin 
germs that so often grow and 
aggravate the infection. 

3. The remarkable “vitalizing 
action conditions and peps up 
the skin to feel fresh, alive. 

4, Your skin becomes sweeter, 
nicer to be near, when the bac- 
teria that often cause perspi- 
ration odors are swept away. 


” 


pALMER’s 


OINTMENT 





AND SOAP 








You have heard of certain perfumes that seem to cast 
4 almost MAGIC-LIKE SPELL OVER MEN! ARMOUR 

one of these. You must use YOUR POWER to 
MAKE HIM LOVE YOU! So send for ARMOUR, the 
love-scent immediately, it is wonderfully blended to 
bring TOGETHER two loving hearts forever and ever. 
Rush name and address for ARMOUR, my COMPELL- 
ING perfume. You must be thrilled with the POWER 
of my ARMOUR or I'll send rows $2 right back. Send 
only $2 with order (if C.0.D. $2.50) 


PERFUME HOUSE, Dept. TA 
125 Broad Street New York 4, New York 












“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tiona, use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the Love of your fellow man,” says 
the author 

Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psalm to receive 
instruction or information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
nate in everything you try to do. Psalm 
to free yourself from Evil Spirits. Psalm 

to make peace between Man and Wife. 

MIDGET BIBLE FREE 

u can carry the Bible with you at all times. 
(Smattest Bible in the Worid.) Many people feel that this 
ire 
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LARCH, 118 E. 28th, Dept. 416-G, New York 16 


Comb Away 
Gray Hair 





You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It’s easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can’t lose. Try it. Every 
cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 
rub off. Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 


pesceccssseesee@eeUeFeeeeee49 
s Gold Medal! Hair Products, Inc. SENDNO * 
: Dept. YP-5, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. MONEY: : 
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it—if my husband learned about all that, 
he would be hurt to his heart to find his 
trust in me so shoddily betrayed. Not only 
that, he’d be furious and he’d never for- 
give me. He might even divorce me! 

For Grant is of an unforgiving nature. 
He seldom falls out with anyone, but when 
he does, it’s for keeps—regardless. Those 
he trusts, he trusts completely, as he does 
me. That’s why I simply could not let him 
know what I had done. For what had 
caused my trouble was gambling. And 
Grant has always been unalterably opposed 
to gambling of any kind. He quit our 
church back home when he was a young 
man because it raised money by raffles and 
bingo parties. 

[ was just a kid then. I couldn’t see any- 
thing so wrong about what our church did. 
Nor, many years later when we moved to 
this huge West Coast city. I didn’t see any- 
thing wrong with playing bridge and ca- 
nasta for smal] stakes with my new women 
friends. And when our whole circle grad- 
ually went in for poker and blackjack, I 
followed suit, although I confess I was 
quite afraid for a while that word would 
get to my husband. But it didn’t. I wasn’t 
the only one whose husband disapproved. 

I can see so clearly now that I ought to 
have stopped when playing for pennies, for 
mall stakes became “unfashionable”— 
when our games stopped being strictly for 
fun and turned into deadly serious sessions 
vith greenbacks instead of small change 
becoming the media of our wagers. But I 
didn’t stop. For like dope, gambling is 
habit forming, it gets into the very blood, 
becomes a fever. I was well “hooked” by 
then, although I didn’t realize it. 

Besides, as a prominent member of our 
upper-bracket social strata, I would have 
lost prestige had I not gone along with 
the tide, the inevitable result being that I 
retained prestige but lost so much money 
that I was financial difficulties. 
fhat’s when I began pawning my jewelry, 
ind later, our furniture and finally, my 


soon in 


lovely new car. 

Doing those things was my second viola- 
tion of my husband’s most rigid principles, 
for since boyhood it had been an obsession 
with him to buy only what he had the cash 

» buy, and never to borrow or go into debt 
under any circumstances. 

It wasn’t that Grant was particularly old- 
fashioned about such matters, but that he 
had extremely sound reasons for believing 
as he did. For when he was fourteen, his 
father, a high insurance official in a com- 
pany back home which he had helped or- 
ganize, was arrested for embezzling com- 
pany funds. And rather than face the dis- 
grace, he had hanged himself in his cell 
before friends could even bail him out. 

Grant’s father had been one of the most 
prosperous and respected men in our com- 
munity, but when his affairs were investi- 
cated after his death, it was discovered that 
he had lost large sums gambling on the 

ock exchange and had then borrowed 


) 
) 


heavily in an effort to recoup. but had lost 
the borrowed money also. 

It was then that his thefts from his in- 
surance company started, continuing for 
several years before being discovered dur- 
ing a routine audit of company books. 
Grant’s mother, already a semi-invalid, died 
of the shock brought on by her husband’s 
disgrace and suicide. It was this double 
tragedy that had made my husband a fa- 
natic against gambling, debts and borrow- 
ing. 

And / had gambled, had borrowed, had 
made debts. Sitting in Grant’s study. my 
hand on the telephone as I tried to nerve 
myself to take the only step I could think 
of which would keep him from finding out. 
my heart was heavy. But I could not find 
an alternative. So closing my mind against 
everything but that, I slowly dialed Don 
Barris’ number. 

Our conversation was brief. When he 
asked in his suave. flowery way to what did 
he owe the delightful surprise of a call 
from me, I told him of my urgent need for 
two thousand dollars and asked if he could 
help me. 

“Help you, lovely Stella?” he’d ex- 
claimed as though I’d asked the silliest 
question imaginable. “Why of course I 
will! It will be both an honor and a pleas- 
ure! Care to tell me about your trouble?” 

“Not on the telephone, Don.” I replied. 
“Could—could we meet somewhere?” 

“Of course we can,” he agreed quickly. 
“Let’s see—where would be a good place? 
Oh goodness, I forgot! I can’t leave my 
apartment for several hours as I’m expect- 
ing an important long distance call, Stella. 
Uh—how about coming here? Say, in an 
hour?” 

“All right,” I agreed, knowing it had to 
be as he wished, “T’ll see you in an hour, 
Don.” 

After I’d hung up. I sat staring at the 
telephone as if it were an instrument of an 
evil fate. Why, oh why had I let things 
bring me to this? Why had I ever per- 
suaded Grant to move out here in the first 
place? He had abandoned his large med- 
ical practice, sold his valuable properties, 
torn up the roots of his whole life to in- 
dulge my shallow, selfish whim—to make 
his young wife happy. 


TEARS OF VAIN REGRET formed in 

my eyes as | thought about our comfort- 
able, unpretentious life in the Georgia city 
of my birth. And how I wished that I had 
not influenced Grant to take me to Cali- 
fornia on our honeymoon. Because the 
glittering social life there had gone to my 
head like champagne. I was only nineteen 
at the time. Perhaps had I been older, or 
more experienced, I would have seen be- 
yond its glamorous tinsel, would have real- 
ized that behind it was something else that 
was ugly and dangerous, like the deadly 
currents that swirl beneath the shining sur- 
face of a river. 

This huge. exotic metropolis, swollen 
enormously by the terrific influx from all 


over the country during the war years be. 
cause of its shipyards and plane factories, 
had also drawn hundreds of more or less 
well-to-do professional and business people 
who bought or built large, elaborate houses 
in newly opened, expensive neighborhoods, 
and furnished them like movie sets. Then 
they displayed their costly menages by 
throwing elaborate receptions, parties and 
dinners, complete with butlers and maids, 
usually hired for those occasions, and thus, 
having proved their fitness, took their 
places in the upper strata of the sparkling 
social world they had helped to create. 

But during our visit I took it for granted 
that these people were all as well off as 
their possessions indicated, not knowing, as 
I do now, what a bitter struggle many of 
them had to maintain that impression. To 
me it was like being in wonderland. I was 
intoxicated with it all, especially by the at- 
tention / received. Naturally I had always 
known that I had a bit more than my share 
of looks, but to have my pictures constantly 
in the several community newspapers and 
to hear myself described in their social 
columns as “stunningly beautiful—enchant- 
ing—the loveliest peach ever grown in 
Georgia” and so on, soon had me tripping 
on warm, pink clouds. I was simply thrilled 
to pieces! 

That was when I first met Don Barris, 
the coarse-featured, elegantly dressed, 
much discussed ex-numbers king who drove 
a fabulous fifteen thousand dollar car and 
was supposed to have scads of cash. | 
didn’t realize it then, but that fact that he 
was not only one of the brightest stars in 
the social skies, but the darling of many 
hostesses who practically fought to have 
him show up at their affairs, was indicative 
of the true nature of local society. It wasn’t 
who you were, or what your accomplish- 
ments, that counted, but how much money 
you had. 

Anyway, I didn’t like Mr. Barris at all, 
even though he went much too far out of 
his way to let me know he liked me. The 
fact that so many kowtowed to him, know- 
ing his shady background, grated on me. 
And I loathed his oily, fawning smile and 
his flowery way of speaking and most es- 
pecially, the way he so boldly let his promi- 
nent “popeyed” orbs travel up and down 
me, making me feel unclothed. So during 
my visit I had occasion to brush him of 
real good two or three times. 

And when we returned to this city the 
next year to make it our permanent resi- 
dence, Mr. Don Barris took up where he 
had left off—and I practically cursed him 
out when he got too far out of line at a 
night party at the beach before we'd been 
in town two weeks. 

But did that discourage him? Not that 
I noticed, except that he kept his hands to 
himself. After that we maintained a sort of 
truce, which in a couple of years dwindled 
to a kind of game in which he was forever 
swearing he loved me and I was telling him 
where he could go to, which usually was 4 
place noted for its heat. 
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While Don never betrayed anger, and 
always tried to feed me the same extrav- 
agantly phrased line about how crazy he 
was about me, I suspected that he resented 
my rejection of his attentions. In fact, I 
suspected that it was because he couldn’t 
get anywhere with me that he kept trying 
since he was supposed to have been highly 
successful with both married and unmar- 
ried women in and out of our set. If it 
wasn’t his money which attracted women, 
I don’t know what it was, for as a man, he 
certainly didn’t appeal to me. But did he 
ever believe he was a great lover! 

And this was the man I had been now 
forced to turn to in my hour of need—the 
man to whose apartment I had agreed to 
come in one hour! 

Faced with that reality I went slowly up- 
stairs to my exquisitely fitted boudoir, de- 
ciding en route that I would wear the gar- 
ments I had already laid out for another 
engagement I could not now keep. They 
were a form-fitting boat-necked black jersey 
blouse, a gold embroidered red bolero, a 
hand-stitched can-can petticoat with a triple 
tier of deep ruffles, and a hand-loomed 
Peruvian antique-gold skirt, with un- 
pressed, all-around ruffles. 

s I disrobed I decided on a plain, rather 
than the can-can petticoat, which would 
enhance the bouffant effect of my skirt. Just 
then. I didn’t want anything enhanced that 
had to do with me. I'd carry the small 
rafia tote bag with red leather handles, 
which matched my low-heeled gold-and-red- 
threaded rafia sandals, and wear a golden 
California-style snood. 

I sighed, knowing the ensemble wouldn’t 
make me a plain Jane, because it had been 
carefully chosen to go with my clear cop- 
per coloring and my glossy black hair, 
which I was then wearing in my own ver- 
sion of the Page Boy style. 

When I had changed clothes and readied 
myself otherwise, a glance in a full-length 
mirror told me that whether I liked it or 
not, I made a fetching picture. And the 
thought stirred that maybe, if Don Barris 
really was as weak for me as he had so 
many times professed, I might have my 
cake and eat it, too. Meaning I might talk 
him into lending me what I needed and 
talk him out of an immediate “reward.” 

But my hope of any such deal drained as 
I approached the swanky neighborhood in 
which Don Barris lived. I drove around the 
block three times before nerving myself to 
park my pale blue Cadillac convertible 
around the corner from the handsome 
apartment building in which Don resided 
and was said to own. 

Even after I got out of the car I had to 
fight down a panicky impulse to hop back 
into it and get away from there fast. And 
when, a few minutes later, Don opened his 
door to me, and seizing both my hands drew 
me swiftly inside with exclamations in- 
tended to convey great joy, I was trembling 
all over. 

“Welcome and thrice welcome!” he cried 
gaily as he led me across the room over a 


deep-piled fleecy white rug and stopped be- 
fore a low divan upholstered in some rich- 
looking suede-like black material. “Have a 
sitdown and rest that lucious little frame!” 

I gingerly lowered myself onto the divan 
and Don sank beside me, still holding my 
hands and beaming like a kid at Christmas 
time. “Like my humble shack?” he asked, 
with an arch lift of his heavy eyebrows. 

I glanced around and, as I had heard, it 
was fabulously furnished and maybe even 
beautiful, if your taste ran to a black and 
white decor carried out to the final detail. 
Mine didn’t. But I managed a smile and 
said, “It’s magnificent, Don.” 

He practically purred as he replied 
modestly, “It is rather good, I think. I 
planned it myself.” 

“You did?” I exclaimed, as though awe- 
struck. “I didn’t know you were so tal- 
ented.” 

He laughed and gave me a slanting look 
as he said, “I’ve other—uh—talents about 
which you possibly may learn, fair lady. 
But I digress. I gathered from our all-too- 
brief telephone conversation that you were 
in something of a hurry to obtain a certain 
amount of money. Now tell me, my dear, 
just what do you need it for?” 

I felt like snapping, “None of your darn 
business!” But knowing that would never 
do, I said, “I have to pay a—a—bill, Don.” 

He arched his brows and pretended to do 
a double-take. “I’m supposed to believe 
that?” 

““Well—a debt, then,” I amended lamely. 

“Look, Stella,” he said bluntly, “if I’m to 
help you, I think I’m entitled to know the 
real score. After all, two thousand bucks 
is a lot of money.” 

“But—but you will lend it to me?” I 
asked anxiously. 

“Of course. But what’s it for? Did the 
vulgar Madam Hetty Hooper take you in a 
poker game, perhaps?” 

“You know everything, don’t you?” I 
parried, trying to sound rueful. 

“Aha! I’ve been around, Little One!” he 
said, looking pleased. “But hasn’t your 
hubby got enough money to meet your 
gaming debts, may I ask?” 

“Why certainly!” I exclaimed. Then be- 
fore I could stop myself I blurted, “But I 
don’t dare ask him!” And the instant the 
words were out I knew I had made a big 
mistake. For Don looked like the cat that 
ate the cream as he beamed at me. 


“And so pretty little hinckty, haughty 
Stella had to come to me—at last,” he said 
mockingly. “Well, well, well! As I re- 


marked to you once a couple of years ago, 
sweetie, all good things come to him who 
waits. And frankly. Stella I’ve waited 
much, much too long for you!” 

As he spoke his voice roughened with 
something close to anger, and his pop eyes 
flashed. Frightened, I shrank away, but he 
grabbed my shoulders and jerked me close 
to him, his fingers biting into my flesh, his 
face shoved close to mine. 

I pushed against him, my own anger 
sparking. “Let me go!” I commanded. “I 
didn’t come here to be manhandled!” 
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“Oh, no?” he growled. “I guess you also 
dicn’t come here to try and jive me out of 
a big chunk of money. either.” 

I twisted free and jumped up. “I didn’t 
come here to jive you out of anything!” 
| declared hotly. “I came on a matter of 
business, mistakenly thinking I was dealing 
with a gentleman!” 

Don’s savage look faded, turned into a 

any grin, and he burst into laughter. 
“Where in the world did you get that 
dea?” he gasped. Me—a gentleman!” 

I edged toward the door, really fright- 
ened by his actions. “I think I'd better go 
now.” I said nervously. “Maybe we both 
have made a mistake.” 

“No—don’t go. Stella.” Don begged, still 

huckling. “I’m sorry I acted rough. But 
«irl, look—don’t ever call me a gentleman 
again. Because I’m not. You know it and 
[ know it. So come on and sit down and 
we'll finish this business. Okay?” 

“Okay.” I agreed. “But I don’t like to be 
treated like that.” 

“Forget it.” Don urged, as we sat on the 
divan again. “Being so close to you, and 
ill. I got to thinking about—well, about 
iow the only way we were together was 
because you need something I’ve got. And 
t made me sore for a second. But I’m all 

traight.” He slid his hand inside his coat 
ind brought out a wallet. opening it so I 
ould see the sheaf of new bills inside it. 

“See here?” he asked smilingly. “I’ve got 
the money for you.” As he spoke he re- 
turned the wallet to his pocket. 

“Then give it to me. Don—please.” 

“First. a few business arrangements.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like these.” He reached over to an end 
table and picked up four sheets of paper 

hich he handed to me. “I prepared these 
little—uh—documents after your telephone 
call. Read them and weep.” He grinned at 

ie and added. “Correction: I meant, read 
them and sign them—if you want that 


” 
mey. 


I LOOKED at the four papers. They were 

all the same—four promissory notes in 
the amount of five hundred dollars each 
ind all were marked “Payable on De- 
I and.” 

“T don’t understand,” I told Don. “Why 
1ot just one note? For the whole amount, 
I mean.” 

“Why. I was trying to make it easy for 
you. my dear.” he replied, his tone and 
manner again suave—and faintly mocking. 

“But they are all marked payable on de- 
mand,” I protested. “Supposing I didn’t 
have the money when you demanded it?” 

“Don’t be naive. darling.” Don admon- 
shed. “Now for instance, before you leave 
here, you can have both the two grand you 
vant and one of those notes—in token of 
payment received—by me. Now do you 
understand?” 

‘“T—I’m not sure I do,” I faltered. 

“I'll spell it out for you. darling.” he told 
me, obviously enjoying himself. “I really 
don’t want money back in exchange for 
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those notes. Now as I said, before you 
leave here, I hope you will have one of 
them, plus the main cash, of course. And 
should I feel in a—uh—certain mood to- 
morrow, or the next day, or next week, 
I'll demand payment on another of those 
five-hundred buck notes. Got it now?” 

I understood him then. And what I un- 
derstood made me hide my face in my 
hands, tears of shame and humiliation 
scalding through my fingers. Because Don 
was buying me as if I was a high priced 
prostitute—at five hundred dollars a visit! 
That is, if I accepted his money and signed 
those notes. 

“Well, Stell?” 

Miserably I raised my tear-stained face. 
“Don, just because I wouldn’t—wouldn’t 
play around with you is no reason for you 
to do this to me now. I—I haven’t been un- 
true to my husband with anyone.” 

“Interesting—if true,” Don said with a 
shrug. “But the question is. are you going 
to sign those notes? If not—” 

“T’}]—T'll sign them,” I whispered. avoid- 
ing his gaze. 

“Good deal,” he said heartily as he 
handed me his fountain pen. 

I didn’t think it was. but I had no choice. 
I was numb with dread as I signed the last 
one. When I looked up. Don stood before 
me, one hand outstretched for the notes, 
the other extending the packet of currency. 
After we had made the exchange and I had 
put the money in my bag. we stood staring 
at each other for a few seconds. Then Don 
took my arm and led me toward the rear 
of the apartment. I didn’t resist. There was 
no use. 

Even now I dislike recalling the two 
shame-laden hours I spent with Don. My 
only solace was that now I had the money 
to keep the finance company from taking 
my lovely car and that at least I was safe 
for a while against discovery by my hus- 
band that I had borrowed on it-—and why. 
And after all. that was the important thing. 

I was glad that dusk had fallen when I 
left Don’s apartment and got into my car, 
for I felt so soiled, so guilty that it prob- 
ably would have shown outwardly had I 
met anyone who knew me. As I drove 
slowly homeward through the cool evening 
darkness I made many resolutions. From 
here on, I would gamble no more. would 
cease burdening my husband with the 
heavy demands I’d made on him for money 
to buy clothes so frequently. to entertain 
in the lavish manner necessary to keep up 
with those in our set, and to maintain our- 
selves in the style to which / had become 
accustomed. 

Poor Grant—how badly I had treated 
him, taking advantage of his love, of his 
pride in me, of his absolute trust in me. 
The sin I had committed with Don in his 
apartment I’d make a sacrifice upon the 
altar of a better future. And once I had 
completed the rest of my bargain with him 
—had those damning notes in my posses- 
sion. I’d never be unfaithful to Grant again 
so long as I lived. 


Lost in such thoughts, I almost ran 
through a red traffic signal and had to jam 
on my brakes suddenly. As I made that 
abrupt stop someone yelled at me from the 
curb. It was a good friend, Myrna Evans, 
and she ran to my car and hopped in. 

“Stell!” she exclaimed _ breathlessly, 
“Girl, am I ever glad to see you!” She 
pointed back in the direction from which | 
had come. “I just got a flat tire and I’ve got 
to get home pronto because the girls are 
already there for the game tonight! Is that 
where you are headed for, perhaps, maybe, 
I hope?” 

Her crazy. exuberant gabbing made me 
laugh. “No, I’d forgotten about the game 
at your house,” I confessed. “But I'll drive 
you there.” 

“You’re a doll!” Myrna squealed. “But 
make it snappy, honey, ‘cause I’m ’way be. 
hind time!” 

“Okay.” I laughed, starting ahead on the 
green light. “Might one inquire why you're 
late to your own party?” 

“Ask me no questions and I'll tell you 
some lies anyway!” She chortled, hunching 
me with her elbow. “I’ve been out to a cer- 
tain cute little ranch house in the Valley 
all afternoon. And—well—time flitted by 
whilst I looked at some lovely etchings.” 

““And you a respectable married woman!” 
I chided. 

“Married. but not so darned respect: 
able!” Myrna rejoined gaily. “So what? 
Who is? And if so, why?” 

Myrna lived in a newly built nine-room 
modernistic house in a swanky section 
which a famous architect of our race had 
designed for her and her husband. owner 
of a string of service stations. I drove 
rather fast and we soon reached it. 

“You’re coming in?” Nyrna demanded 
as she bounced out of the car. “Hetty 
Hooper and her Texas oil money will be 
there. in person.” 

“That’s no inducement,” I replied. “I 
think I'd better get on home. I’m not feel- 
ing too gay at the moment.” 

Myrna reached past me and switched off 
the motor, then grabbed my hand and 
dragged me out, despite my half-hearted 
protests. “You’re coming in for a drink, 
at least doll baby!” she cried. “A little 
shot will make you feel more better, eh wot 
old gal?” 

A little drink did make me feel better. 
In fact I had three dry Martini’s all by my- 
self at Myrna’s cute little bar in the bam- 
boo room just off the patio. And when 
Myrna and Kate Yates came up from the 
basement game room, where, she informed 
me, a hot stud poker session was getting 
hotter all the time and urged me to join it, 
I let her and Kate drag me down there. | 
think perhaps those three Martini’s had 
lighted a pretty good glow in me, or else 
I'd have refused. 

However, as we descended the curving, 
heavily carpeted stairs to the basement, ! 
decided that I’d play it safe—put out only 
fifty, or at the most, a hundred dollars as 
my table stake and that if I lost it, I'd get 
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up and go home. And that is what I firmly 
meant to do. 

Including Myrna, Kate and me, there 
were six players at the octagonal, green 
baize-covered table and one was Hetty 
Hooper whose wealthy oilman husband had 
died three years after their marriage and 
left her a substantial fortune. She was a 
big. rawboned woman, rude mannered and 
arrogant, whose hair was dyed red and who 
wore too much makeup trying to hide the 
wrinkles in her white-skinned, horsey face, 
a newcomer to our “select” ranks. She was 
generally disliked, but many of our circle 
more or less kowtowed to her, as they did 
to Don, because of her money. I was not 
one of those, and had never tried to hide 
the way / felt, which that she was a dis- 
gusting person. And when I joined the 
players, Hetty and I exchanged stony 
glances, but did not greet each other. 

As the game resumed after Myrna and 
Kate and I joined it, Hetty was dealing, 
and the other, already having money in 
front of them anteed up while I was fum- 
bling for the necessary quarter. 

“Well are you comin’ in or not?” Hetty 
demanded impatiently, the deck of cards 
she held poised to deal. 

I glanced up from my bag, meeting her 
hostile stare with one equally unfriendly. 
“That is my intention if you will be courte- 
ous enough to allow me to get out my 
money—Madam!” I replied coldly. 

An audible gasp whispered around the 
table and Hetty’s big, badly painted mouth 
shot out like she was about to explode, for 
the way I had underlined “Madam” had a 
meaning she and the others understood. 
Because it was known that previous to her 
marriage, she had been the “Madam” of 
a house of prostitution. 

Myrna hurriedly stepped into the gap 
by tossing a quarter on the table for me, 
saying quickly, “Okay, Stell’s in, Hetty. 
Now deal me a nice pair of aces, huh?” 


J(YERYONE BUT HETTY and I laughed 
nervously, and visibly furious, Hetty 
dealt around. I peeked at my hole card— 
an ace of spades. Hetty dealt again and 
my face card was another ace—this one 
in clubs, while she got a deuce. My heart 
leaped, for I had drawn aces back to back! 
“Hey, Hetty!” Myrna wailed, “I was 
supposed to get those aces!” 

“But J got them,” I announced. 

“Then bet ’em!” Hetty snapped. “You're 
high!” 

I had just taken out my money with the 
intention of replacing all but one of the 
twenty one-hundred dollar bills I’d received 
from Don, but with Hetty’s hard-eyed stare 
drilling at me, I took one of the bills and 
tossed it into the pot and left the rest lay. 

“Somebody change that, please.” I 
asked, “so I can bet the large sum of two 
bucks.” 

“Scared to bet the whole hundred?” 
Hetty demanded, hot challenge in her voice 
and eyes. 

“Would you like me to—Madam?” [ in- 
quired with mock sweetness. 


| 
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By Jean Allison 

Many women tell me how they 
envy people with naturally attrac- 
tive, long hair—smooth, soft, grow- 
ing out so rich and healthy. They 
ask, “How can I have hair like that?” 

Scientific facts now give the an- 
swer: It all depends on the nature 
and condition of the scalp. In other 
words, you can have gorgeous hair 
like that only if your scalp is ready 
and able to make it so. 

More and more of my friends are 
discovering that when they seek to 
improve the looks of their hair they 
must think about the condition of 
the scalp too. They are also learn- 
ing the amazing facts about Sulfur-8 
Hair and Scalp Conditioner and how 
it works for the beauty of the hair. 

The Power of Sulfur-8 

A new scientific form of sulfur is 
being hailed by hair and scalp ex- 
perts throughout the world. This 
discovery, actually a potent “super- 
sulfur’, is the wonder drug featured 
in the great Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
Conditioner formula. Only Sulfur-8 
has that special formula. 

Of course, Sulfur-8 cannot give 
you a new scalp, nor make your hair 
grow or be longer than your scalp 
allows, but when used in time it 
usually works wonders on certain 
conditions that may hold your hair 
back from looking its best. 


MAGNIFICENT HAIR? 








You may never know how beauti- 
ful your hair can be until you try 
Sulfur-8 and give it a real chance to 
do its good work. You will like its 
new, pleasant fragrance too. 


Something Wonderful Happens 

Happy Sulfur-8 users have been 
telling me about its marvelous re- 
sults in helping the most abused dry 
hair look softer, smoother and more 
lustrous. They are thrilled by the 
new beauty of their hair and have 
been telling their friends how it 
came about. The fame of Sulfur-8 
has grown so fast that already mil- 
lions of jars have been sold. 

Get Sulfur-8 at the drug store 








CAN YOU ATTRACT 
STRONG MEN? 


Do you VISION exotic moments of 
THRILLING love and unleashed 
PASSION? These could be real if you 
only LEARN HOW to influence the 
man you want to LOVE YOU ONLY! 
Put a few drops of my BLUE DESIRE 
on your fingertips and behind your 

ears. Do this for seven short days and 
see what BLUE DESIRE does for you. Let BLUE DESIRE 
drive him into your embrace forever and FOREVER. Send 
$2.00 with order. If COD, $2.50. 
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125 Broad Street, New York 4, New York 





Birth Spacing 
= Doctor’s Invention 


SENT ONLY TO MARRIED WOMEN 
NOT SENT TO UNMARRIED WOMEN 


Every married woman can easily use this Doctor’s 
invention for help in birth spacing. No messy drugs— 
no unpleasant devices. Sent you in plain package 
marked personal. Full price only $1. (I am sorry I 
cannot send C.O.D at this low price.) I pay all post- 
age. Send one dollar bill or money-order or check and 
address your letter to me personally. MRS a > 
DUNCAN. BIRTH CO. DEPT. 85, 65 West 37th St., 
New York 18, N. Y. (© Mrs. H.R.D.) 








today. See what it can do for you! 
Important to 


FREE BOOK Victims of 
ASTHMA 


FREE BOOK JUST OUT, reveals important 
information to victims of Bronchial Asthma. 
Send name on postcard today for your FREE 
copy if you suffer from torturing attacks of coughing, chok- 
ing, wheezing and gasping for breath. Even if you consider 

your case ‘‘hopeless’’—get this FREE book. Send no money. 
M.L.Haymann, 76-W tate Life Bidg., indianapolis 4, ind. 


EAT ANYTHING 
WITH FALSE TEET 


If you have trouble with plates that 
slip, rock and cause sore gums —try 
Brimms Plasti-Liner. One applica- 
tion makes plates fit snugly without 
owder or paste, because Brimms 
lasti-Liner hardens permanently to 
your plate. It relines and refits loose 
plates in a way no powder or paste can do. Even on 
old rubber plates you get good results six months 
to a year or longer. YOU CAN EAT ANYTHING! Sim- 
ply lay soft strip of Plasti-Liner on troublesome 
upper or lower. Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy 
to use, tasteless, ddorless, harmless to you and your 
plates. Removable as directed. Money back if not 
completely satisfied. Ask your druggist ! 


BRIMMS PLASTI-LINER 
THE PERMANENT DENTURE RELINER 
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“That’s for you to find out!” the Texas 
woman rapped angrily. 

“Okay—lI bet the hundred,” I said, man- 
aging a careless shrug. 

“And I call you and raise you a hun- 
dred!” Hetty announced, tossing her money 
in. 

In the tingling silence into which the 
others were shocked, I said with assumed 
pleasantness, “Very well, Madam, if that’s 
how you feel. Here’s the hundred you 
raised me and here is the amount I raise 
you—five hundred dollars!” As I spoke I 
laid the money in the center of the table, 
with the rest. 

Hetty glared murderously at me while I 
smiled back at her as though merely 
amused. But inside, I was shaking. As our 
glances clashed, I was hoping the Texas 
woman would back down, would give me 

chance to get out of the pot. even though 
| knew that I had by far the best hand— 
at the moment. 

3ut—she didn’t. Instead she narrowed 
her gaze so that her greyish eyes were 
baleful points of steel and from the stack 

f currency in front of her counted out five 
indred dollars, and said harshly, “I call 
ir five hundred!” Carefuly she placed 
he money on top of mine and said venom- 
isly, “Tap City!” meaning that she raised 
me all the money I had in front of me—a 
out! 
\ly heart sank into the pit of my stom- 
h like a ball of icy lead, or at least that’s 
what it felt like. It made no difference that 
I had a pair of aces, and the-most Hetty 
ould have was a pair of deuces—I was 
ared sick! She could afford a reckless 
gesture such as she had made. And with 
hree cards yet to come, she could draw out 
on me. And I bitterly regretted that I had 
edled her into doing as she had. 

But I couldn’t back down—couldn’t let 
ier humiliate me like she was trying to do. 
So frozenly I put the rest of my money— 
ourteen hundred dollars—into the pot and 

id in a voice I hardly recognized as my 
own, “Deal the cards.” 

“Just a sec, dear,” Myrna said gently, as 

counted my money. Then to Hetty 
he announced, “Fourteen hundred, Mrs. 


a] 


Hooper.” 

Swiftly Hetty shucked off that amount 
from bills she had picked up, tossed it in, 
and grimly flipped over her hole card—a 

euce. “You don’t need to show them 

es,” she sneered at me, “because they 
ain't goin’ to do you no good!” Then she 
dealt me a card—a king, and herself an- 
other, a jack. My next card made a thrill 

f hope zing through me for it was a king 

| had two pairs! Hetty got a seven, which 
lidn’t help her hand. The only way she 

suld beat me now was if her final card 
hould be a deuce, giving her three of a 
kind! 

Nobody in the room seemed to breathe, 

ot even Hetty, as she slowly dealt me an- 
other card; and how my heart leaped when 
I saw it was a deuce! Because the odds 
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against the last card—her card—being a 
deuce were simply fantastic! 
But . . . she did get a deuce. 


The rest of my story doesn’t take long 
to tell and I cannot bear to dwell much 
on its details, for even the memory still 
sears like a white hot branding iron. For 
I am branded—as a woman who gambled 
away her right to happiness. 

But even after the finance company took 
my car, and I broke down and told Grant 
the whole story—except about Don Barris 
—I still hoped I would be forgiven, that 
Grant would yield to my tearful plea for 
forgiveness, my vows that I would never 
again gamble or do anything wrong. 

Grant listened stonily to all I had to say 
as I pleaded desperately the night my car 
was repossessed. And when finally there 
was nothing else left for me to say, when 
all I could do was sob brokenly, he sim- 
ply put on his hat, took his medical bag 
from the hall table where he always left it 
while home, and walked out of the house. 

Perhaps there are some who read the 
story when Grant divorced me, for among 
his charges included not only the de- 
ceptions I had confessed. but infidelity— 
thanks to Hetty Hooper. For the promis- 
ory note for five hundred dollars given me 
by Don after our illicit hours in his bed- 
room, had somehow gotten into the sheaf 
of currency when Id slipped it into my 
bag. What made it so revealing was, that 
Don had written PAID IN FULL across 
its face, and beneath it, in small letters, 
“And most delightfully!” 

Anyway, Hetty found it among the money 
she’d won from me, and sent it by regis- 
tered mail to my husband’s office. And 
that was really the end—for me! 

Perhaps my story might be considered a 
harsh commentary on the kind of so-called 
“society” which has sprung up in many 
cities-in recent years. If so, I hope it may 
serve as a warning to those who may be 
on the verge of making the same mistakes 
I did, at such bitter cost. For only unhap- 
piness lies in wait for those who, as I did, 
mistake the golden gleam of modern so- 
ciety for the real thing. Because, also as 
I did, they will find to their sorrow, it is 


only “Fool’s Gold,” after all. THE END 








Etiquette 


(Continued from Page 8) 


pack several pairs of stockings (some cam- 
pus deans take a dim view of bare legs). a 
bathrobe and her cosmetics. The most un- 
popular girl on a house party is the one 
who is forever borrowing pins, face powder 
or what-have-you from other girls. or who 
has her best host trotting to buy the tooth 
paste or deodorant she forgot to bring. 

Select Jean’s clothes to bring out her best 
points and to give her a “lift.” Let them be 
attractive, but not flashy. Her date will 
want to be proud of her, not placed in the 
awkward position of escorting a girl who 
has on too much makeup, or a dress too 
low, too short, or too tight. 


I Married 


A Japanese 


(Continued from Page 29) 
babe. Salutatorian in her graduating class, 
I think. 

She was the old flame, and the flame had 
burned out with me, although I had reason 
to believe Lillie still hoped to marry me. 
The new flame was a Japanese girl I'd met 
after I was stationed in Tokyo. Her name 
was Honi Harada. And until she’d come 
along, I never knew I could love anyone 
so much. I told Jim: 

“You're guessing wrong, buddy. Guess | 








again.” 

Jim was puzzled for a second, then he 
said: 

“Hell, man, you’re not telling me you're | 
marrying that little Japanese—” 

“And,” I asked, “what if I do tell you 
that? What’s so wrong with marrying a 
Japanese girl?” 

After he realized that I wasn’t kidding 
him, Jim got serious. 

“Look. Pete.” he said, “let’s not get car- 
ried away with things. You won’t be in the 
Army always. These slant-eyed babes are 
okay for goofing off with; but, man, what 
you want to marry one for?” 

If Jim hadn’t been my best friend, I 
would have busted him one. As it was, I 
tried to explain how I felt. 

“Jim, I’m marrying Honi because I love 
her, and because she loves me. Sure, when 
I was a kid in school, I thought I loved 
Lillie. But that was kid stuff, puppy love. 
I’m a man now, and I want a real. honest- 
to-gawd woman for a wife. Honi is all that 





and more.” 

“Yeah. So she’s all woman. There’s 
plenty of good women back home. You don't 
have to marry Lillie, but for chrissakes, 
why marry a Jap babe?” 

Anger welled up in me. “Look, Jim,” I 
said, “I’m listening to your cracks because 
you and J are friends. But don’t go too far. 
I mean it.” 

It was one of the very few times I’d ever 
had a harsh word with Jim, and it had its 
effect. A pained expression crossed his face 
as he put his glass of beer down and 
reached for his cap. I didn’t want him to 
go, but I let him. I said nothing after he 
told me, “I’m sorry, Pete. Guess you know 
what you’re doing.” 

As I look back now, I know I shouldn't 
have gotten angry with Jim. To my sur 
prise, I found that he wasn’t the only one 
who thought I was making a big mistake. 
Our chaplain felt the same way, although 
he tried to let me down easy with a lot of 
tact and what he called “reason.” He tried 
to point out that I was at war, hadn't been 
home for a long time, and was naturally 
lonesome. He said it was natural for any 
woman to appear more attractive to me in 
unsettled times than at others. He pointed 
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out that while he, himself, thought love 
should be the only basis for marriage, there 
were many practical sides. Honi, he said, 
was of a different race, from a different 
part of the world. She had been brought up 
differently, and—he said—we had few 
things in common. He asked me what my 
family would think about it if I brought a 
Japanese girl home and introduced her as 
my wife. I said they would accept her— 
but if they didn’t, it wouldn’t matter to me. 
I said I knew as well as he did that there 
would be problems, that we’d have to make 
adjustments all along the line. But I told 
him I’d made up my mind. I brought up a 
recent case where a soldier had all but gone 
crazy after he found out his wife back home 
had two-timed him. I mentioned all the 
girls back home who played hard during 
the wars while their men were out getting 
shot at. I said, “Now, you take a Japanese 
woman: all she lives for is her man. Her 
whole life revolves around him. She does 
everything to please him. He’s her king. 
She’d never think of doing anything she 
thought he didn’t like. When she loves a 
man, she loves him for keeps. That’s the 
kind of woman [| want, and that’s the kind 
I've got. I’m going to marry her as soon as 
I can.” 

The chaplain gave up, then wished me 
luck. 

I wish 
to-need it. 


I'd known how much I was going 


I first met Honi in a little curio shop 
where she sold local-made trinklets, mostly 
to servicemen who wanted souvenirs of 
their stay in Tokyo. I can’t exactly re- 
member how it all began; I know I saun- 
tered into the store, looked around, and she 
came up to wait on me. I was first at- 
tracted by the little up-and-down, sing- 
song tones of her voice. Later I learned 
that she had been educated in a Methodist- 
sponsored mission school. That interested 
me because I was “part Methodist” myself. 
My folks all belonged to an African Meth- 
odist Episcopal church back home. Honi 
spoke good English, but she had trouble 
with her “r’s” and “th’s.” When she said 
“Thank you,” the “thank” came out some- 
thing like “sank.” 

But Honi was the most beautiful woman 
I'd ever seen. Small, but beautiful. She 
had a peaches-and-cream complexion; 
long, blue-black hair, and up-slanting black 
eyes. Her eyebrows were trimmed in a 
slant, like small black wings; her nose was 
a bit pudgy, but her lips were full, real kiss- 
able, shaped like a bow. And she dressed 
smartly, 

After that first visit, I started dropping 
into the curio shop every chance I got, and 
it wasn’t too long before Honi realized I 
wasn’t coming just to buy, that my main in- 
terest was in her. She was shy at first, but 
gradually she came to like me. It was about 
two months after I’d first seen her (and 
having taken her out several times) that I 
told her how I felt about her. She said she 
loved me, too. I proposed, and she accepted. 
Then she looked up at me, like I was a 
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dream come true, and said, “My husband, 
Pete. My husband, Pete.” 

“Honi.” 

I liked that name. It was 
her. 

“Honi Harada. You're going to be Mrs. 
Honi Martin. Like that?” 

“T love that.” she said. and then we were 
in each other’s arms, making vows to each 
other that were solemnized in formal mar- 
riage a short time later. 

I'll never forget the day we married, nor 
the honeymoon we enjoyed in a little re- 
sort town on the Japanese sea coast. We 
were married by a Rev. Roberts. who was 
head of the little mission where Honi had 
been educated. He was a gray-haired. old 
fellow who seemed to enjoy the wedding 
as much as we did. He kept on calling 
Honi “my little girl.” and told me how 
smart she had been. He told me all about 
how her parents had died when she was 
just a little girl and how friends of her 
parents had brought her to the mission 
where. he said, “we became her mother, 
father. and brothers.” Although 
Rev. Roberts was a white American. he 
didn’t have an ounce of race prejudice in 
him. He wished us good luck in our mar- 
riage, and even hurriedly obtained a wed- 
ding gift for Honi. 

A few hours later, we began our honey- 
moon. What a glorious time! I’d never 
been so proud in all my life. Honi was my 
wife! Never once did I think about her as 
being “different’—in any way. She was 
mine, all mine. and I knew that in her heart 
was the kind of enduring love a man wants, 
needs. and must have if he is to be happy 
in his home. 

I'll never forget our first night. Honi 
stood in the middle of our little resort liv- 
ing room, her arms out-stretched to me, 
waiting for love to be shared in ecstasy, not 
afraid of love. with none of the hypocritical 
fears and coyness girls “back home” have 
because. too often, they were raised to be 
afraid of the male sex. And when I went 
to her, she gave me her lips. completely. 
her embrace as tight as mine. the flame of 
her emotion burning as high as mine. Then. 
after a while, she gently pushed me frem 
her, stood back at arm’s length and said 
those wonderful her beautiful 
| tones: “My husband, Pete! My husband, 
| Pete.” And the way she said them was an 
invitation to be just that—her husband— 
and a promise that she would forever be 
mine. 

The invitation Honi put into five won- 
derful words: “Sweetie—let’s go to bed.” 

The promise I saw in her shining black 
eyes and glorious smile and heard in her 
tinkling-bell tones and felt clear through 
me to the marrow of my bones. Seeing and 
hearing and feeling, I knew that-marriage 
to Honi would be a complete oneness, like 
that God intended for Adam and Eve be- 
fore they disobeyed Him, and as honest as 
a baby’s gurgle. I was to learn, in a mo- 
ment, that our marriage would be as thrill- 
| ing as the finest romance can be. 
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A\ ‘E HAD A WEEK’S honeymoon, and 

then began our long trip home to 
America. I could hardly wait. The plane 
that brought, by way of Honolulu and San 
Francisco, and the fast train we took from 
there because I wanted Honi to see some 
of our country, weren’t fast enough for me, 
I wanted to get back home and show the 
folks my brand-new, beautiful wife. Time 
after time, I saw myself standing in the 
doorway of our home, my arms around 
Honi, telling the folks: “This is my wife.” 
I hadn’t told mother and dad, nor my sister 
Peg. but I had sent a short wire to my older 
brother, Gerry. I just told him when we 
would arrive, explaining that “my wife and 
I” wanted him to meet us at the station. | 
knew, of course, that he would tell the 
folks. 

Looking back now. I wonder if I had a 
premonition that things wouldn’t go as 
smoothly as I wanted them to go when | 
failed to make more of an advance show 
about being married. I wonder now if | 
feared that Gerry and Peg and mom and 
dad might not approve of Honi. I guess I 
still knew, in the back of my mind. that 
Honi was different, and that I was being 
different myself in marrying what the folks 
would call “a foreign girl.” My parents 
were stern. religious, clannish folks. I knew 
that. They had more or less expected me 
to marry Lillie. Truth to tell, when Dad 
had given me a plot of land he owned. he'd 
said: “I think this will make a nice home- 
site for you and Lillie.” 

I hadn’t paid much attention to it then, 
just smiled and thanked him for the gift, 
which wasn’t unexpected. I’d known all 
along that Dad had kept the land for his 
children, and that as soon as he thought we 
were grown-up enough, he was going to 
divide it. His comment about marrying 
Lillie I took to be small talk, a little joke 
even, and let it ride without comment one 
way or the other. But, in retrospect. all 
this. and other things. take on bigness and 
meaning that I hadn’t thought of since I 
first fell in love with Honi. And now, as we 
neared home on the train. they didn’t mean 
a thing to me: I loved Honi with all my 
heart. soul, body. She loved me. Nothing 
else mattered. 

Our little Southern town has a small, 
dingy railroad station. There’s a large, 
open waiting room for whites and a cubby 
hole with three or four worn-out benches 
“For Colored.” They keep the white side 
clean. and there’s a neat newsstand where 
you can also buy smokes, candy, postcards 
and send telegrams. The “colored” side 
has two always-dirty, smelly restrooms and 
a rusting, old-fashioned water “fountain,” 
which doesn’t work half the time. I’d never 
noticed it much before, since we did most 
of our traveling by car. But now as I 
brought Honi home, I was ashamed of it. 
For a second, too, I thought about the race 
question, but I quickly tossed that out of 
my mind. I figured that a Japanese girl 
would be “colored” to any white people 
who bothered to think about it, and if what 
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they'd said after the war meant anything, 
they thought less of her than they did of us 
Negroes. Yet, I had to take her to the col- 
ored part—unless . 

I solved that woolen by deciding that 
as soon as Gerry met us, we'd take Honi 
out to the car, and then I'd return to get 
our bags. That way, she would escape that 
smelly little rat-hole. One thing Honi wasn’t 
used to was filthiness. I think she was the 
cleanest woman I'd ever seen, even cleaner 
than Mom Jane, who made a fetish out of it. 

I saw Gerry standing on the station plat- 
form even before the train stopped. And 
when he saw me, a big smile broke across 
his face. Gerry was the oldest of us Mar- 
tinchildren. A prince of a fellow, a square- 
shooting guy. He’d broken a hip on a con- 
struction job a few years before and thus 
escaped the army. He’d taken some pride 
in telling me that he would “look after” 
things while I was away. Of course with 
Dad around, still hale and hearty at 60, 
there wasn’t too much looking-after things 
Gerry had to do. 

As I stepped off the train. itching to in- 
troduce my wife, I wondered if Gerry had 
gotten married, too. He’d been going steady 
with a girl, Hazel Lumpkin, for some time. 
I remembered that she was all set to hook 
even before I went away. 

Then Honi and I were on the platform. 
Gerry limped toward us, his right hand 
reaching out for mine. 


“Hi, Pete.” 
“Hello. Gerry. How’re you doing?” 
“Fine. Pete. Doggone good to see you.” 


Then I turned with his gaze and said: 

“Gerry, meet my wife, Honi 

“Pleased to meet you, Honi, 
a smile on his face. 

“How do you do?” Honi said, 
the smile. 

Turning back to me, Gerry “Pete. 
boy, you always did know how to pick “em.” 


” Gerry said, 
returning 


said: 


I told Honi, “He likes you. He thinks 
you're wonderful already.” 

“Oh.” Honi said, “I’m glad.’ 

We walked slowly to the car. I told 


Gerry about our marriage, honeymoon, and 
trip back home, and Gerry told me that 
Mom, Dad, and Peg were just fine. I didn’t 
think to ask him why they hadn’t come to 
meet me, and he didn’t make any excuses 
for them. He just said they were waiting 
for me at home. 

As I'd planned, we took Honi out to the 
car and I said I’d get our bags. I wanted 
Gerry to stay with her at the car, but he 
insisted on helping me with the bags. I 
tried to talk him out of it, but something 
in his tone of voice made me “Okay. 
Let’s go.” All at once I felt funny in the 
pit of my stomach. It was something like 
that feeling when a car hits a dip in the 
road at high speed; a sinking feeling. as if 
suddenly a little bit of the bottom has 
dropped out. Gerry’s tone had put me on 
the defensive, sort of dulled the fine edge of 
pride and happiness I’d felt on coming 
home. 


say, 


As we entered the colored section, Gerry 
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you are safe. 

HERE'S SECRET. Arrid now contains a new 
magic ingredient PERSTOP. And PERSTOP 
makes Arrid a real vanishing cream deodor- 
ant. That’s why Arrid is 112 times as effec- 
tive as any other leading deodorant —as 
proved by doctors. 

Arrid with PERSTOP keeps underarms 
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dry and sweet... stops odor up to 24 hours. 
No other deodorant can give you this pro- 
tection because no other contains PERSTOP. 
Safe for normal skin and fabrics. Get Arrid 
with PERSTOP today. 


More men and women 
use ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, 
so easy to apply 
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. JABONDI HERB JUICE hair pom- 
ade for LONGER hair. 
2. WALNUT JUICE hair 
youthful BLACK HAIR 
. VITAMIN F Face Cream for aLIGHT- 
ER AND SMOOTHER Complexion. 


Each article $1.25 Cash or $1.50 C. O. D. 
INDIAN CHEMISTS e P.O, Box 223 ° Detroit 31, Mic Mich. 
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WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’s Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special days when she will 
be most likely to become preg nant—with a Doctor's won- 
derful invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are fertile. 
Most important—these special fertile days of yours are the 
only days when you will be most likely to conceive a child. 
And you get these special fertile days of yours easily and 
simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Best of all—Doc- 
tors and the Church approved and recommended ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 100% money-back guarantee. Just send me your 
name and address with 35c in coins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you in a plain package 
marked personal and complete with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.65 plus postage on this 100% money-back guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If you are not 
completely satisfied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your marriage relations—return it to me I 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42¢ postage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check wher you write to me. 
Because then I pay all postage.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 368 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO. 1000 Sixth Ave., N.Y.18, N.Y. 
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$30 ™ DAY! 


You can ssp plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in spare time or full time, with this big, valuable, 

FREE tailoring Sample Case packed with 150 beau- 
tiful, big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to friends, fellow- 
workers, others. Take their orders for fine made-to- 
measure clothes—and pocket BIG CASH PROFITS 
in advance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply every- 
thing FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 


Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 
When men see the fine fit, quality and value of our suits— 
THEY ORDER! So we make it easy for you to get your 
own personal suits and overcoats without paying even 
one penny. Don’t wait! Rush the coupon below with your 
name, address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
CASE—T Poday! 
STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. B-964 
532 Ss. Throop Street . Chicago af ut. 
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TSTONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. B-964 | 
| 532 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, Ilinols 
Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Samplel 
Case with suit fabrics and style a deta Include in- | 
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my own suits without paying one cen 

















said: “Let’s sit down a minute, Pete. 
There’s something I want to say.” 

“But Honi is waiting,” I protested. 

“Only take a minute. Just a minute.” 

Reluctantly I sat down with him. 

It took more than a minute. Gerry sud- 
denly seemed to have become tongue-tied. 
The big welcome smile faded from his face, 
and his brow was furrowed, as if troubled 
by a perplexing problem. 

“What is it, Gerry?” I prompted. 

“Your marriage,” he said slowly. “It 
came as a shock .. . well, a big surprise. 
[ was surprised, too, but I was happy for 
you. I knew you’d pick the right girl. But 
the rest—well, they’ve been reading a 
bunch of that mixed-marriage crap recent- 
ly and, too, they had sort of figured you’d 
marry Lillie.” 

“Well,” I said, “they can forget all about 
Lillie. I never promised anybody I’d mar- 
ried her—” 

“IT know. I know. I’m just trying to tell 
you—” 

“Yes, Gerry. What are you trying to tell 
me? That I’m going to run into trouble at 
home because I married a Japanese girl?” 

Pain etched Gerry’s face. “Not that so 
much,” he said, and I knew he was trying 
to let me down easy. “You know how Mom, 
Dad, and Peg are, specially Mom and Dad. 
They’ve always been pretty settled about 
things, Mom and Dad, and Peg’s taken 
after them. It’s—it’s just that I want you 
to know—if they need a little time to get 
used to the idea, you should let ’em have 
it. After all, you’re the first one of us to 
get married—” 

“What about you?” I asked. 

Gerry laughed. “You beat me by six 
weeks. Hazel finally hooked me into pro- 
posing. Right now I’m building a house on 
my plot. As soon as it’s ready, we'll do 
the thing.” 

“Good for you, Gerry. Now, come on, 
we've kept Honi waiting long enough.” 

He gripped my arm as we started for 
the baggage window. “You'll take it easy 
with the folks, won’t you, Pete?” 

“Yeah—TI'll give ’em a break. But I’m 
telling you: I won’t stand for too much 
foolishness. After all, my wife comes first, 
you know.” 


| )ESPITE the problem on my mind, I 

felt a touch of elation as we drove 
home from the station. Our town was small, 
clean, dependent half on money spent by 
farmers from the county, of which it was 
the “seat,” and half on small manufactur- 
ing plants. The farmers made their money 
mostly in tobacco, and Dad had been one 
of them. As we rode along, I remembered 
how we kids had worked and long to keep 
the bugs and weeds out of the tobacco. And 
of how Dad made good money selling some 
of the finest leaves at the big market where 
[ laughed the first time I heard an auction- 


eer give the kind of chant now famous on 
Lucky Strike broadcasts. Then, his money 
aved, Dad decided to quit living on the 


farm and take a house on the edge of town 
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so we kids would be closer to school. He 
let the farm to a tenant, another tobacco 
man, then we moved. Dad started a small 
taxi company and, surprising to Mom, 
who'd objected, got enough business to sup- 
port us. 

Honi interrupted my thoughts as she 
said, “I think your hometown is beautiful, 
Pete.” 

“Thanks. I guess it'll do.” 

“It’s so clean,” she went on. “I just can’t 
wait to see your house—” 

Gerry glanced knowingly at me, then 
told her: “We'll be there soon.” 

The rest of the way, I told Honi about the 
town, pointing out the few “historic” build- 
ings we had, the most famous being a house 
George Washington was supposed to have 
slept in. 

Our house was about three miles from the 
station, and I'd say it took about 15 minutes 
to get there. As we arrived, a quick fear 
grabbed my insides. What if Mom and Dad 
and Peg didn’t like Honi? But they had to 
like her! She was my wife. What differ- 
ence did it make if she was Japanese? 
Japanese were minority people, too. After 
all, it wasn’t as if I'd brought a white girl 
home. I could’ve understood their beefing 
about that—it would have gotten us all in 
trouble. Yet—what right did they have to 
argue with my choice of a wife, no matter 
who it was? None. None at all. I was a 
man now; I thought like a man, and I 
should act like a man! 

I had gone on the defensive already. I 
realized that as Gerry turned off the black- 
top street by our house, pulled up our dirt 
drive-way, parked. The house—a big, 
square-box of a place—had recently been 
painted white, trimmed green. The lawn 
was mowed neatly and shrubbery Mom 
planted just before I went into service was 
growing tall. The hedge would need trim- 
ming soon; I’d do it— 

As Gerry got out, he said: “Well, Honi 
—home at last!” 

She turned to me and asked: “How do 
you feel, Pete?” 

I said, “Good,” but I wondered if I were 
telling the truth. 

“T feel good, too—” 

I helped her out and we followed Gerry 
up the porch steps. I wondered where the 
folks were. They hadn’t come to the sta- 
tion; at least they could have been waiting 
on the front porch— 

We found them in the living room, wait- 
ing as if for a storm to blow over. Dad 
stood almost in the center of the room, gaz- 
ing awkwardly at his feet. Mom sat on a 
piano stool by the instrument to our right. 
And Peg sat curled like a snake on the sofa. 

All eyes went to Honi, measuring her 
from head to foot, questioning her right to 
be my wife. Then those eyes moved to me, 
and they asked: what made you do it, Pete? 
Why did you have to marry a Japanese 
girl? 

I knew these people—their thought pat- 
terns—for they were my very own folks. 
Proud, rigidly clannish, religious. It was 








ironical, I thought, that people always 
talked about the prejudice of the white 
man. Here, right in my own family, an act 
of racial prejudice had brewed, and it was 
almost as strong as any I’d ever tasted. 

What an awkward homecoming this 
was! As yet—no word of greeting, either 
from me or from my family. 

Gerry broke it up. 

““Hey—hey, what’s this?” he asked, turn- 
ing from one to the other of us. “Pete’s 
home from Korea—safe, sound, healthy, 
married. Seems like the Martin family 
should be happy. Instead we’re all stand. 
ing around like the telegram boy’s been 
here and gone—” 

I placed a protective arm around Honi’s 
shoulder, drew her to me. 

“Mom, Dad, Peg,” I said, “this is my 
wife. This is Honi.” 

Peg laughed archly; Dad kept on in- 
specting his shoes; Mom condescended to 
get up, offer her hand, and says: “How do 
you do?” 

“Fine, thank you,” Honi replied, sweet- 
ly. “I’m so happy to meet you—Mom.” 

Their eyes held for a moment, then my 
mother’s wavered. A small smile played on 
her face as she said, “Everybody calls me 
‘Mom.’” I thought she had been at least 
temporarily disarmed. 

Suddenly Peg laughed again and stood 
up. 

“What’s so funny?” Gerry asked. 

“Why,” Peg said, still giggling, “I 
thought she’d be wearing one of those 
whatchamacallits . . . a kimono—” 

“We don’t wear them much anymore,” 
Honi told her. “But I have two in my bag. 
I brought one for you and one for Mom—” 

The unshakeable sweetness of Honi em- 
barrassed Peg, who quickly got down off 
her high horse. 

“We're glad to have you in the family,” 
Peg told Honi. “And please don’t mind me. 
I shouldn’t have made that kimono crack. 
It was silly—” 

Now it was up to Dad. I wondered what 
he would say. It turned out to be nothing: 
without so much as a how-do-you-do, he 
wheeled on his heel and walked out, mum- 
bling something about having some work 
to do. 

Mom looked after him and her mouth 
worked as though she wanted to call him 
back. Peg frowned, looked at Honi, who 
quickly smiled up into her face. Gerry 
shrugged. I said, “Well, I guess we'd bet- 
ter go up to our room.” 

I guided Honi up the stairs and took her 
across the door-sill of my old room. It 
hadn’t been changed since I'd gone to war. 
Same old furniture, my clothes hanging in 
moth-proof bags in the closet, my old ball 
glove and bats on a shelf over the clothes 
rod, along with a stack of cheesecake maga- 
zines I'd burn at the first opportunity. For 
a second, everything was the same, and | 
felt my war years slip away as I took a 
mental whiff of home. 

“Pete.” 
I turned to see Honi crying. 
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“They don’t like me, Pete.” 

“But they do, Honi. They’re just a little 
upset because I got married without telling 
them first—” 

“I’m different—” 

“They'll get used to you—” 

I pulled Honi close to me, kissed the tip 
of her nose. 

“Oh, Pete—do you think so?” 

“I know so, Honi. Now. let’s forget it.” 

“T’ll try,” she said, raising her lips to 
mine. 

In the sweet nectar of our kiss, 
tightness of our embrace. I forgot all about 
my folks and their funny ways. All I could 
think of was my love for Honi and how 
lucky I was to have such a sweet, wonder- 
ful, darling wife. 

She pushed gently out of our embrace, 
led me to my old bed. She sat down then 
pulled me beside her. Her 
breath playing gently on my face like a 
feather, she said: “I love you—my hus- 


band 


in the 


passionate 


HINGS WENT ALONG so smoothly the 

next few days that I let myself believe 
that there wasn’t going to be any trouble. 
No one in the family said anything about 
Honi, and even Dad began passing the time 
of day with her. Peg was downright nice. 
Yet—had I gone beneath the surface I 
would have discovered that while my folks 
were being civil, they had not taken Honi 
completely in heart. The 
the days” was a contrived thing, like a 
truce. Gerry knew it better than I did. 

One day, I went out to see his half-fin- 
ished house. As we walked around the 
place, with him pointing out where various 
rooms would be, he told me how it was. 

“If I were you, Pete,” he said, “I'd start 
building right away on a house. You’ve 
got a nice plot of land right here next to 
mine. Makes a pretty homesite. I’m busy 
with this house right now—but I'll even 
pitch in as much as I can—” 

“Is it that bad, Gerry?” 

“Bad? Is that a good word? The thing 
is: Peg may be all right. You know how I 
feel. But Mom and Dad are putting on an 

They had a hell of a row before Mom 
could get Dad to act half-way decent. What 
I'd like to see is for you and Honi to get 
into your place before something happens 
at the house to make Honi miserable and 
you angry.” 

I knew Gerry was right. But it angered 
me to think that my own folks were playing 
hypocritical with me. 

“T'll start building soon’s I can arrange 
for materials and a carpenter. But I’m not 
going to be stampeded out of the house. 
They've just got to accept my wife! What 
kind of family is this anyway? What’s it 
got to be so snobbish about?” 

Gerry flared, “Now look here, Pete—” 

“yes?” 

He caught himself. “Don’t talk like 
that,” he said. “You know the family as 
well as I do. It’s always been proud. And 
I think it’s a good thing. A Negro family 


“smoothness of 


in the South needs pride—if it’s going to 
live decently. This is just different, differ- 
ent, that’s all—” 

“How different?” 

“As different as Honi’s slant eyes—” 

I hit Gerry on the jaw, knocking him 
down, and was immediately sorry. His bum 
leg had crumpled under him, letting him 
down heavily. He looked at me with hard 
eyes. rubbing the jaw, resting on one elbow. 
I stuck out my hand to help him up. But 
he refused. 

“Don’t ever, 
Gerry told me. 
cause I know you're upset. 
be different. Now, come on, let’s 
home!” 

This thing was serious. I knew it now; 
I had punched my own brother! Anger! 
Anger! Suddenly the desire to smash those 
words back in his teeth. A fist striking out. 
A perfect blow. My brother laying there 
on the ground. The scene replayed itself, 
and I wondered just how things had worked 
themselves down to the point where I would 
hit my own brother. What was wrong with 
me? What was wrong with my family? 
What was wrong with the whole world? 
Why couldn’t a man marry the woman of 
his choice and bring her home without hav- 
ing to go through hell about it? What if 
she was of a different race? God, how 
We cry for equality. Civil rights. 
Then when one member of the 


don’t ever, do that again,” 
“T’ll let it ride this time be- 
Next time, it'll 
get back 


shameful! 
Integration. 
family marries a girl 

Still my family wasn’t alone in this thing. 
I quickly realized that as days passed. 
When I went down to the barber shop to 
get a haircut, I could see the difference in 
Bob Jackson’s eyes. He cut my hair all 
right, but he didn’t tell any dirty jokes like 
he always had done before. All the fellows 
hanging around the place suddenly had 
some place else to go, something else to do. 

I mentioned this to Dad after I got back 
home. 

“Bob had a brother in World War II,” 
Dad said quietly. “He never came back. 
You gotta remember things like that, Pete. 
It wasn’t long ago when everybody was sup- 
posed to hate Japs. You can’t expect people 
to forget it so fast—especially when it was 
a Jap who killed a man’s brother.” 

I couldn’t hit my Dad, so I left him stand- 
But maybe I should 
I might 


ing by the garage. 
have stayed and listened him out. 
have been better prepared for other things 
that happened. 

Take the party, for instance. For some 
reason, Peg got an idea to give a Saturday 
night party at the house. And she said it 
would be a welcome home shindig for me 
and Honi. Mom didn’t like the idea at all 
and Dad didn’t like having a party on 
Saturday night. People would miss church 
on Sunday morning he But Peg 
argued that we had to do something to thaw 
the town out and what could be better than 
a party? Peg confided to me that it would 
start out with punch, but that after Mom 
and Dad went to bed, she’d pull out some- 
She assured me that noth- 


said. 


thing stronger. 
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than Anacin Tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 
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ing would help like a few drinks to make 
people forget their funny feelings. I was 
skeptical, but I went along with the idea, 
hopefully, because this thing was beating 
me down. 

The Saturday night came and Honi and 
I got dressed for the party. “You’re going 
to be the belle of the ball,” I told her. “I’ve 
been waiting to show you off to everybody. 
This is it!” 

I tried to be enthusiastic, to make her 
feel good about it, but as soon as we went 
downstairs, I knew Peg had cut a big slice 
for herself. The people who’d come weren’t 
my old pals, close friends in school, nor 
friends of the family. Mostly these people 
were acquaintances—folks we’d see around 
town, at church, at a ball game, at the 
grocer’s. People we’d meet and _ say, 
“Hello,” to—casually, then go on. And 
these people hadn’t come because of any 
desire to weleome me home. They’d come 
to stare at Honi. They’d heard that “old 
man Martin’s boy married a Japanese girl” 
and they’d come to see what you looked 
like. They wanted to know if her eyes were 
slanted, what kind of clothes she wore, 
what color she was, if she could speak 
English. They wanted to see so they could 
go home and gossip. 

The thought burned me up, but there 
wasn’t anything I could do but try to be 
friendly, act like everything was fine. 

The party was just a rustling bunch of 
noise until Mom and Dad left—early—and 
Peg began to serve stronger stuff. Then it 
began to get loud. Someone called for mu- 
sic and Peg turned on the record player. 
I wondered how Mom and Dad wéuld sleep 
through the commotion. Then someone 
decided it would be better if Peg played 
piano and we all sang, so we did that. One 
or two of the men started tossing lustful 
glances Honi’s way, and I read their dirty 
minds. Every now and then I’d turn to see 
where Honi was and Id find her talking to 


the women. Usually Peg was close by. 
Honi would be smiling brightly while the 
visiting gals would be looking their eye- 


balls out, listening quizzically to what she 
was saying. I imagined that Peg was doing 
her best to break the ice, and I was grate- 
ful to her. 

Gerry and his girl, Hazel, didn’t pay 
much attention to what went on. They sat 
n a corner of the sofa, in a world all their 
I wondered what she thought of Honi. 
But I didn’t try to find out. Things had 
been pretty cool between Gerry and me 
after I'd struck him. 

rhen Bob Jackson came in. My first 
thought was to rush over and greet him 
like old times. But I saw he was already 
pie-eyed and I was scared he had come 
loaded just to start something. He lunged 
in loudly. 

“Where’s the party?” he shouted. 

Somebody laughed and said, “Right here, 
Bob. Step up and get yourself a drink.” 

“That’s what I come for to do,” Bob said 
crazily and lurched over toward me. 
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“What you saying there, Pete?” he hol- 
lered. “How’s every little thing?” 

“Okay, Bob. Glad you could come.” 

“Wouldn’t-a missed it for the world, 
Pete.” 

He staggered from me and greeted some 
of the others, talking loudly, laughing 
raucously, slapping a guy on his back. A 
bit later, he had a glass in his hand, and I 
knew that we’d probably have to carry him 
out. Then he was standing beside Honi, 
staring down in her face— 

“So you’re the girl Pete married?” Bob 
sneered as I moved up to them. “Good ol’ 
Pete. Me and him used to be friends. I’m 
his barber, you know. But we ain’t friends 
no more. Any man’d marry a Jap ain’t no 
friend of mine—” 

He went down from the blow I struck 
like a sack of dropped potatoes. I went 
down with him, grabbed him around the 
throat, lifted his head, then drove it into 
the floor—again and again. Blind with 
fury, I saw his face come up then felt his 
head bounce off the floor. I squeezed his 
throat harder, harder—until he started to 
change color and his eyes and tongue 
popped out— 

Rough hands pulled me off him. Two of 
them belonged to Gerry. 

“Handy with your dukes, aren’t you?” 
he said, then slammed his own fist into my 
face. Surprised I stumbled back, crashed 
into a lamp table, fell to the floor. I was 
getting up to do battle when I heard Dad’s 
voice. 

“Get out! Get out! All of you. I'll not 
have any fighting in my house!” 

The party broke up. I looked around for 
Honi. She was gone. But Peg was lying 
across the sofa, sobbing, and Hazel was 
comforting her. 

I went up to Honi. 

I found her crying, too. She had already 
undressed and was in bed. 

God! What a mess! Women crying all 
over the place. My fighting. I sat on the 
edge of the bed and looked at Honi as if 
she were a stranger. 

In a way, she was a stranger. For the 
first time I saw her through the eyes of my 
family and the town’s people. Oddly I re- 
membered our wedding and how we had 
gone to the resort for our honeymoon. That 
first night, when we had not yet become 
truly husband and wife, when we had not 
shared our deepest love. Honi was no 
stranger. She wasn’t “different” then, nor 
foreign. She was, instead, the woman I 
loved, and it was as if I’d known her al- 
ways, as if we’d fallen in love during school 
and got married as a natural result of that 
love. She was the one girl in all the whole 
wide world for me. I remembered how she 
had smiled sweetly that first night, holding 
out her arms to me, not afraid of me or love. 
It was as if she’d waited her whole life for 
that one night. And I'd pledged my un- 
dying love in kisses, hugging her close; I’d 
marveled again at her beauty, and besides 
love I felt fierce pride that this lovely wom- 
an was my wife. 





But now, Honi seemed a stranger. 

How strange she was! I noticed the dif- 
ference in the color of our skin—mine dark 
brown, hers golden. I saw her hair, long, 
straight, blue-black—how different from 
my unruly naps. I knew her eyes, too, were 
black; mine were brown. And those eyes— 
those eyes were the big difference. No mat- 
ter where we went, people would know she 
was Japanese because of those eyes! Id 
once thought they added to her beauty, 
Now I wasn’t so sure. 

“Pete—” 

Even her voice sounded different. 

“‘__why do you look at me like that? I’ve 
brought you bad trouble, haven’t I? [| 
didn’t mean to, Pete. I knew your folks 
didn’t like me, but I didn’t mind—I could 
take anything as long as you loved me. 
You're all that matters to me, Pete. If I’m 
going to be trouble for you—” 

She paused for me to say something. I 
said nothing. I was trying to think. 

“If I'm going to be trouble, Pete, I'll 
go— 

Suddenly it all came back to me. For 
better or for worse, through thick and thin, 
Honi was my wife. She loved me. She'd 
proved that. I had to prove to her that I 
loved her just as much. 

I drew her to me, crushed her in my 
arms. I kissed her sweet lips. Where be- 
fore I'd been gentle with her, now I was 
cave-man. Now I made love to my wife 
as a man makes love to a woman he’s 
bought, when there is no thought of yes- 
terday, no worry about tomorrow, nothing 
there but the moment’s naked hunger to be 
satisfied—roughly, even cruelly, crudely, 
hurriedly. 

Honi didn’t fight me; she didn’t respond 
to my feverish passion; nor did she try to 
escape. She lay in my arms submissively 
until the fierce fire in me had died away. 

“You don’t have to prove your love to 
me,” she said. “And before you didn’t have 
to prove it to yourself.” 

The troubled face that looked up to mine 
was Honi’s—the woman I’d fallen in love 
with back in Tokyo, the woman I’d mar- 
ried. There was no longer any strangeness, 
no difference at all. 

“I’m sorry, Honi. Please forgive me.” 

“There’s nothing to forgive. It’s not your 
fault that you’re afraid. But I’m not. Not 
even tonight. Our marriage will work out. 
You'll see!” 

I looked at her wonderingly. How could 
she be so confident after what had hap- 
pened downstairs? 

“You are my strength,” I said, “not I 
yours. We’ll make our marriage work. Let 
’em try their damnedest!” Anger rose 
again in me. I wanted another fight. 

“Don’t fight it,” Honi cautioned. “Let 
time work for us. As long as we have love 
—nothing can beat us—” 

I leaned down to kiss my wife, and this 
time I was gentle. This time the fire of pas- 
sion was a flame in the kiss Honi gave me. 
This time I made love to my wife like a hus- 
band should ... 
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It was afterward, just as sleep grabbed 
at my brains, that Honi said: “Pete, I think 
I’m pregnant.” 


Mom, Dad, and I held a “meeting” the 
next morning. Mom did the talking. She 
told me that Honi and I would have to find 
a place of our own. Dad said he would 
help with arrangements so I could build a 
house on my plot—if I wanted to. I agreed 
that would be best and thanked him for his 
help. 
I told Honi that we were going to have a 
home of our own before the baby came and 
that made her happy. I told her that I 
would be working hard the next few 
months, but I wanted her to take it easy. 
But she insisted that she was going to help 
me build the house. 

And she did. From the day the 
tion was dug, Honi was right by my side 
at the new house, which was being built 
next to Gerry’s place. I’d hired a skilled 
carpenter. He did the actual building. An- 
other hired man and myself were the labor- 
ers. Honi was a general helper. Besides, 
she fixed our food and kept us in good 
I don’t think a house has ever been 
that before. We three men 
worked hard. long hours, from sun-up to 
sunset and beyond. Always, as long as there 
was work to do, Honi was there. helping 
us, keeping us going when we were so tired 
talking 


founda- 


spirits. 
built like 


we felt like collapsing, sweetly, 
laughing like soft music. 

People didn’t know what to think at first. 
Even Mom became worried about Honi. 
“You oughtn’t let your wife work so hard 
when she’s going to have a child.”” Mom 
told me one day. “I can’t stop her.” I 
said. Mom—who was no weak one herself 
—shook her head unbelievingly. I noticed 
afterward that she was nicer to Honi. Dad 
came by often, helped us when he could. 
I noticed that he would step up every time 
Honi moved to get a saw. or hammer, or 
bring us nails. Now and then they had a 
laugh together. Even Gerry seemed to for- 
get our little fight. He’d come over from 
time to time to make a comment about the 
house. Things went so well with my place, 
that Gerry said it looked like I was going 
to beat him again. I’d beaten him to mar- 
riage—now I was going to beat him with 
my house. I wondered what the hold-up 
was with him. The house should have been 
finished long ago, and he should have been 
married. I wondered if he and Hazel were 
having trouble. But I didn’t have time to 
explore that thought, I was too busy work- 
ing myself. 

By the time the house was finished, seven 
months had passed. The next thing was get- 
ting it furnished. 
debt, but Dad helped me get some furni- 
ture on credit, with a low 
Every thing seemed set. There was not a 
cloud in the sky. Just one big happy family. 
The five of us—and Honi. 

The night after I'd arranged for the 
furniture, Gerry and I had a talk. He had 


I was up to my neck in 


down payment. 
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been tinkering with the car in the garage 
when I walked up. 

“Hi, Gerry,” I said. 

“Hi, Pete.” 

We made small talk for a while, then I 
said: “Gerry—I’ve got something I'd like 
to ask you. But—” 

“Go ahead,” he said, not stopping what 
he was doing. 

“Well,” I said, “it’s probably none of my 
business. But—what’s happened to you 
and Hazel? Aren’t you getting married? 
What about the house? You don’t work on 
it much any more.” 

Gerry straightened up from the car then, 
wiped grease off his hands on a dirty rag. 

“I’m not going to build a house.” 

“You’re what?” I asked. “Hell, the place 
is more than two-thirds done now—” 

“T know,” he said wearily. “That’s all 
I’m doing on it.” 

“Why?” 

Pain etched into his eyes—and suddenly, 
without him telling me, I knew Hazel had 
ditched him. 

“I’m sorry—” 

“Oh, it’s okay, Pete. All of us have had 
a pretty rough time the last few months. 
\t first, I blamed you. But then I knew we 
were the ones wrong—” He lit a cigarette, 
went on. “After you started to build next 
to my place, Hazel gave me an ultimatum. 
Either I get you to quit building, or she 
wouldn’t marry me—that’s what she said. 
We had a helluva row about it. She said 
she could never forgive you for the way you 
dumped Lillie. I tried to explain that one, 
but you know Hazel and Lillie always were 
good friends. Then she said something 
else: she said she wouldn’t live next to a 
Japanese girl if she got paid for it. That’s 
when we broke up—” 

“Ts there anything I can do, Gerry?” 

“Naw. Forget it. Way I feel now—if 
that’s all Hazel loved me, she wasn’t worth 
it. | want a wife like Honi—and I'll get one 
like her some day.” 

Heart-heavy, I left Gerry and went into 
the house and on upstairs to Honi. I had 
just started to lay my jacket in a chair 
when I heard Gerry’s voice calling me. A 
note of urgency made my blood run cold— 

{ rushed downstairs, out to the front 
porch, 

Another man stood talking to Gerry. 

like I told you,” I heard him say, “I 
just happened to be driving by. I saw this 
guy run from the place—Pete’s house— 
then it happened. Flames leaped up like 
somebody had struck a match to gas—” 

Oh, God—our house was on fire. I knew 
it! I knew it as soon as the guy said the 
word “flames.” 

I went back to the room, grabbed my 
jacket. 

“What is it, Pete?” Honi asked. 

‘The house—fire.” 

“Wait for me!” 

eo” 

“Wait—” 

She grabbed a shawl and darted down 
the stairs behind me. I didn’t stop to think 
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that she was seven months pregnant and 
ought to take it easy. Gerry had the car 
ready. We jumped in and roared over to 
our place— 

We were too late. A crowd had gathered 
and firemen were pouring in water, but our 
house had been destroyed. 

Blazing with anger, I rushed up and in- 
quired, “Who did it? Anybody here see 
the guy who set fire to my house? Tell 
me—I'll kill him!” 

No one knew anything. 

“Tough break, Pete,” somebody said. 

“Yeah—” 

“Like I said,” another man spoke up, 
“colored people are getting more like white 
people every day—” 

I rushed to this man. “You know who 
did it?” 

a, 

“But you said ‘colored people’—” 

He looked at me kinda funny. “Well, 
who else?” 

He was right. Who else? My house was 
in a colored section. There hadn’t been any 
trouble that would cause a white man to 
burn my place down. 

“We got here quick as we could,” a fire- 
man said. “But it burned too fast. Burned 
like somebody’d poured gas all over the 
place. We'll investigate—” 

“Thanks.” 

Another guy came up, “You Pete Mar- 
tin?” 

“Uh-hunh.” 

“That Japanese girl your wife?” 

Fear struck into my heart again. The 
man went on: 

“She just collapsed over there. Some- 
body called an ambulance—” 

Oh, God! Oh, God! I should have made 
her stay at home. 

I ran to Honi, following the man who’d 
told me about her. A little knot of people 
were standing around, and a woman knelt 
beside Honi, holding her head off the 
ground. I kneeled beside her, pulled off 
my jacket, made a little pillow. 

The woman’s face came close to mine, 
her eyes burning with disgust. “You’ve 
worked this child to death,” she said. 
“Shame on you—and she about to have a 
baby—” 

There wasn’t anything I could say. It 
seemed that my whole world was at an 
end. Everything was tumbling about me, 
like a hail of bricks from an old building 
caught in a hurricane. Everything I’d tried 
to build—a life, a home—had gone up in 
smoke, and now my wife lay on the ground, 
unconscious. Suppose she dies? The 
thought made me shiver with panic. 

“Where’s that ambulance?” I cried. 
“Can’t somebody do something?” 

Nobody said anything. People just stood 
staring, helplessly. Honi moved, moaned. 

“Honi. Honi. This is Pete. How do you 
feel?” 

She moaned again. My hand shook so 
hard the other woman gently pushed it 
away and held Honi all by herself. 

Then I heard the siren. And the ambu- 





lance was there. The driver and attendant 
brought a stretcher, picked Honi up gently, 
put her inside. I climbed in beside her— 
and we sped to the hospital. 


THE HOURS DRAGGED by that night 

as we waited. Mom, Dad, Gerry, Peg— 
all were there. Three or four of the men 
and women who had been at the fire also 
waited. “It’s a damn dirty shame,” I heard 
one of the men say. “I could kill the guy 
who burned their house,” a woman said, 
“People like that ought to be locked up,” 
another said. 

And the night dragged on— 

Dawn had come when the doctor finally 
brought us news. The baby had come pre. 
maturely, he said. They couldn’t save it. 
But Honi was going to be all right. 

“May I see her?” I asked anxiously. 

He said I could. 

Honi looked so tiny to me on the hos. 
pital bed. But she was awake. 

“Pete,” she said, “I can’t take it any 
longer. I want to go back home.” 

“We'll both go,” I said. “We'll make a 
home if it takes all our lives—” 

“The baby? Did they tell you about the 
baby?” 

“Yes—” I said. “But, don’t you worry, 
we'll have another baby. We'll have plenty 
babies—” 

The doctor said I’d better go then and 
let her rest. He gave Honi a sedative, said 
she’d probably sleep most of the day, told 
me to go home and get some rest. 

It was almost night when Gerry came up 
to my room and woke me up. “C’mon, get 
downstairs,” he said hurriedly. “Some- 
body’s here you’ve got to see.” 

Sleepily, I asked, “Who?” 

“Wake up, Pete,” Gerry said, shaking 
me out of my fog. “The guy who burned 
your house down is here!” 

I didn’t wait to dress then, but leaped 
out of bed in my pajamas, brushed by 
Gerry and hurtled downstairs. 

Bob Jackson stood in the middle of the 
floor, twirling his hat in his hand, his eyes 
hung low. Hazel, Gerry’s girl, stood close 
by—looking darts at Bob. Mom, Dad, Peg 
stood around awkwardly. A couple of guys 
from the barber shop stood on the other 
side of Bob. 

I walked up to him slowly and my arms 
shot out. I grabbed him by the coat, pulled 
him in to me until our eyes were level. I 
read fear in his. 

“Why did you do it, Bob?” I asked, 
anger razor sharp in me. 

“Wait!” it was Hazel. “Listen to what 
he’s got to say.” 

Bob spoke strainedly, his words strung 
out. “I was all mixed up, Pete. All mixed 


” 


up. 

“Get it over with!” 

“Like I said,” Bob went on, “I was all 
mixed up. You know I lost my only brother, 
Jim, in World War II. And—well, I’ve 
hated Japs ever since. When you came 
home with a Jap wife—you, my friend— 
I nearly blew my top. Then that night at 
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; at 


the party, I came in drunk because I'd 
meant to insult your wife. You hit me. 
That made me mad. I swore Id get even. 
Somewhere I got the idea—” 

“_You burned my house down—” 

Terrible shame showed in Bob’s eyes, but 
they held steady. “Yes—I was the one.” 
All at once he gave out. The guys with 
him caught him before he hit the floor. 

“He’s been under a terrible strain.” 
Hazel said. 

I suddenly remembered what she had 
told Gerry, turned on her: “How do you 
figure in it?” 

“T don’t figure,” she said. calmly. “I 
just happened to be over at the Richfield 
station when Bob came in with a two-gal- 
lon can and bought gas last night. I knew 
he didn’t have a car, so I wondered about 
it. After your house burned down, I got 
Tom and Larry there and we put it up to 
Bob. He denied it at first, but finally broke 
down. We told him we wouldn’t take him 
to the police if he’d build a new house for 
you. He went to the bank with us, drew 
out the money, and everything all’s set— 

I was dazed by Hazel’s words. I didn’t 
even say “Thanks,” just walked through 
them. out of the house, back to the ga- 
rage. I took the car and drove to the hos- 
pital. 

Honi looked much better. I told her what 
had happened. 

“It’s up to you,” I said, “but I'd just as 
soon leave—” 

Honi was silent for a long time. Then 
she spoke: “That’s how you feel now. Pete. 
But this is your home. Your roots are here. 
You’d get over this and then you'd be 
homesick if we went anywhere else.” 

“But what about you? You'll get home- 
sick here?” 

Honi shook her head. “Tl never be 
homesick as long as I’m with you, Pete. 
You're my husband. Wherever you are, 
there is my home—” 

That’s my story. It was rugged at first. 
but it has a happy ending—all around. 
Bob Jackson not only financed our new 
house, he worked on it some parts of every 
day until it was finished. I don’t hold any- 
thing against him. He sure paid for his 
sin. Hazel and Gerry got married, and 
they’re living in their house, too. And 
Honi—she’s the most wonderful wife a man 
ever had. Even Mom will agree to that now. 


THE END 
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I Had 
To Get 


Married 





(Continued from Page 39) 


minimum help, with wash bins and stove, 

ice cream refrigerators, coffeemaker and 

other equipment almost within reach from 
any place. Stools were set in a semi-circle, 
and big glass windows ran around the 

wall of the place. In one corner was a 

juke box, in another a cigarette machine; 

a newspaper rack held dailies and Negro 

papers, and there were a couple of penny 

candy and peanut vending machines. 

I'd walked in with a cheery hello for 
\lom, but she only nodded to me and went 
on about her work. 

“How have things been?” I asked. 

“Oh, all right,” Mom replied. For some 
reason, she was displeased with me. I said 
nothing more, busying myself behind the 
counter, knowing that what was on her 
mind would come out soon enough. It did. 

\ few minutes had passed when she 
asked, “Do you intend to go on working 
here?” 

“You know I do, Mom. What gave you 
the idea I wasn’t?” 

“You’re married now.” 

[ was getting touchy. “Sure, but Bill’s 
iway at work during the day. I wouldn’t 
have much to do if I didn’t go on working 
here. I can easily keep the house clean. 
That doesn’t take much time.” 

Mother fastened me with a stern look. 
Where were you this morning?” she 
isked. 

“Bill and I only got married yesterday. 
We didn’t get in ’til 5:30. Besides, I had 
to fix breakfast for him. Then, there were 
the dishes to do and—” 

“I got up at 6,” Mom said. “I was here 
it 7. I opened the place at 8.” 

“I couldn’t leave the house without fix- 
ing Bill’s breakfast, Mom,” I said, trying 

» hold down anger. “Before that, we had 
to get some sleep.” 

Mother persisted. “If this is going to be 
our schedule,” she said, “I'll have to hire 

waitress, though God knows where the 
ilary will come from.” 

“Mom,” I said, “I’m a married woman 
now. I owe my husband something, don’t 
ie 

“Sure you do—and you owe me for a 
whole lot of years of rearing you.” 

[ was upset now. I hadn’t expected to 
irgue with Mom. I hated to argue with her 

cause she had a way of making me feel 

though I had committed a crime. This 
ne, it seemed, the crime was getting mar- 
ed! 
I'll do the best I can, Mom,” I said 
“ll talk to Bill about it when he comes 
I supper.” 
\lom stopped wiping the counter to stare 
t me. “You mean, he’s coming here for 











supper? You mean, I’m going to feed Bill 
every night?” 

“You won’t have to feed him, Mom. Ill 
fix supper for him.” 

“Tt’s still my food.” 

“Well,” I said angrily, “We'll pay for it.” 

“With what?” she asked nastily. 

“Oh, Mom,” I cried, “what’s eating 

you?” 

This was the break she’d been waiting 
for; I knew it as soon as the question was 
out of my mouth. 

“So,” she said, “you finally want to know. 
I'll tell you: you jump up and get married 
to Bill before he’s out of the Army good. 
You stay in bed all day and leave me to 
run this place alone. I’m an old woman, 
but you don’t stop to think about me—your 
own mother, who has reared you from a 
bed-wetting baby. All you can think of is 
yourself—and that Bill—” 

I was stumped. If this was the way Mom 
felt, why hadn’t she said so? Why had she 
let me marry Bill so easily? What was she 
trying to prove now? 

“Mom,” I began, as soon as I could put 
a right thought together, “you know how 
much Bill and I love each other. He wanted 
me, and he deserved to have me. The last 
week has been the happiest of my life. 
Please don’t spoil it for me now.” 

Mom didn’t say any more. She just sat 
down on a soft-drink case in the back of the 
place and cried. I went to her. tried to 
comfort her. And in a weak, repentant mo- 
ment, I promised that I'd get up when she 
did and help with the restaurant. 

But Bill didn’t like the idea at all when 
I told him about it at supper. He wasn’t 
against my working; he just didn’t like 
having it made an issue, especially on our 
first morning. I couldn’t talk freely to him 
because Mom kept snooping around. Be- 
sides there were customers. Bill kept on 
mumbling that it didn’t make sense for me 
to get up that early in the morning while 
I tried to shush him and tell him we could 
discuss it later. His supper wasn’t much of 
a success. He left the restaurant in an un- 
pleasant mood. 

I was confused. I knew the first test of 
loyalty between my mother and my hus- 
band was facing me now. I wanted to do 
the right thing, but I didn’t know clearly 
what right was. On one hand was Bill, the 
man I truly loved. Would it hurt him to get 
up with me early in the morning? On the 
other side was Mom, to whom I surely 
owed all there was of me. Was it right that 
I force her to hire a waitress when I knew 
she couldn’t afford it? 

I tried to toss the thing out of my mind 
until I could talk to Bill, but I couldn’t do 
it. The rest of my time at the restaurant 
was miserable. Finally, at 9, I pleaded a 
headache and left, the sound of Mom’s 
grunt still scrounging my ears. As soon as 
I got home, I went up to our part of the 
house and sat down to wait for Bill. 

The first thing he said when he came in 
after midnight was: “You've had a tough 
day, Gwen—” 








“T have, Bill. 
tough.” 

“Well, don’t let it get you down. We'll 
work it out.” 

He had cooled off and I was glad. The 
way he spoke helped raise my spirits. | 
guess it was clear to him that this problem 
was about to get the best of me. 

“I'm sorry I spoiled your supper,” I said, 
remembering it. 

Bill took my hand in his. “Forget the 
supper, Honey. I was a little upset my- 
self.” He paused, then asked: “Gwen. why 
doesn’t your mother hire a waitress?” 

“She says the place won’t afford it.” 

“That’s nonsense,” Bill said forthright. 
ly. “Oh, I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to say it 
like that. What I mean is. the place has 
16 stools. That’s not big, but, jeez. it’s big 
enough to support two more waitresses at 
least.” 

“Mom says—’ 

“T know what Mom says,” Bill cut me 
off, “and I know what Mom wants. She 
wants to keep you tied to her apron 
strings.” 

His words startled me. “Bill, that’s not 
fair at all. I’m sure Mom doesn’t mean any- 
thing like that.” 

“Look, Gwen.” he said. seriously, “we're 
married now and we've got to face it. There 
are going to be little problems in our 
everyday lives. The cloud-ride is over. al- 
though there’s no reason why we can’t go 
on being as happy, happier, the truth is. 
I’ve heard other married fellows talk. Par- 
ents can be a pain in the neck unless 
they're handled right. Your mother has to 
understand that you’re grown and my wife. 
Our marriage comes before anything else.” 

“Tt does, Bill; it does. But I can’t just 
toss Mom overboard. She’s not as young 
She needs me at the 


You don’t know how 
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as she once was. 
place—” 

“Maybe so,” Bill said. “But this busi- 
ness of getting up with the birds, slaving 
all day. coming home all tired out just 
doesn’t make sense.” 

“What do you suggest?” 

“I said it before. Mother should hire a 
waitress or two.” 

The kitchen door slammed. We turned 
to face Mother. She had come upstairs 
without our hearing her. Evidently she had 
heard us talking and meant to get in her 
side of the story. 

She turned on Bill, who stood flustered 
for a moment. “And what, Mr. Hampton,” 


Mom asked, “will I use for money to pay 
9” 















the extra waitresses 

Bill must have sensed that he was deep 
in a family mess less than two days after 
marriage. But I guess he decided he was 
in too deep now to run, so he went ahead 
with his argument: “You've got 16 stools, 
Mrs. Dawson. Seem to me, although I’m no 
restaurant man, that you could easily sup- 
port a couple new waitresses.” 

“Seems to you,” Mom snapped, stand- 
ing in the doorway. “That’s the trouble 
with you young people. It always ‘seems to 
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you.’ You never find out the truth about 
anything.” 

Coldly Bill asked: “What is the truth, 
Mrs. Dawson?” 

“The truth is,” she said, “I run a small 
place and cater mostly to working people 
who have to eat out for one reason or an- 
other. I don’t have a bunch of jitterbugs 
hanging around and I’m not doing a whop- 
ping business like downtown. My food is 
priced so people can afford it. All I get 
out of the place is a living.” 

Bill thought at it for a moment. I sat 
dumbly, looking from one face to the other. 
The thing had developed faster than I ex- 
pected. or wanted. I still wanted to talk 
with Bill quietly and try to work out some- 
thing. 

“I'd say this, Mrs. Dawson,” Bill went 
on, “your food is priced too low. And, like 
[ said. you need more help. You might even 
stay open all night. People in this .own 
don’t go to bed as early as they do in other 
places. You could double the help, stay 
open 24 hours, and make good money. And 
you'd work lots easier yourself.” 

Mother ignored all this to turn to me. “I 
suppose you know a lot about it, too. I only 
started this business after your Dad died. 
I only clothed and fed you out of the 
profits, such as they were. What little I 
could save, I hoped to spend on a college 
education for you. But, no, you sat around 
thé place moon-eyed over this fellow, Bill, 
then rushed off to marry him. I suppose 
now you also want to tell me how to run 
my business. That’s a laugh!” 

All of us were miserable after she fin- 
ished. I was torn between Bill and the 
sense he talked and love for Mom and her 
unreasoning talk. I wondered again why 
she had let us get married. I just couldn’t 
believe she meant to be cruel, or to keep 
me tied to her apron strings as Bill thought. 
I rejected those thoughts as fast as I could; 
Mom couldn’t be really cruel. Yet, why was 
she rejecting Bill’s good ideas? 

“I'm not trying to tell you, Mom, and 
neither is Bill. We're trying to figure out 
something that'll help you—and us—that’s 
all!” 

Mom almost sneered at that. “You're 
trying to help me? Seems like you two 
need help; maybe you ought to get some- 
body to help you get a place to live. How 
about that?” 

I hurried a look at Bill, and I could see 
his anger rise. “Mrs. Dawson,” Bill said, 
“you're forgetting that this arrangement 
was your idea. Remember? You were 
‘touched’ by my being a poor soldier, or 
something. You wanted to help out. At 
least, that’s what you wanted me to believe. 
The real reason was, you wanted to keep 
Gwen tied to your apron strings.” 

I'd never seen Bill so angry. His face 
twitched with it; his eyes were blazing 
hate, and this troubled me for I wondered 
if this break between Bill and Mom would 
cause him to lose his love for me. I didn’t 
Want that; I couldn’t have lived without 
Bill. Yet, I was in the middle. I owed some 
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sort of allegiance to Mom. I had to try to 
smooth it out, some way. 

“Mom—” I started to say something, but 
Bill cut me off. 

“Tt’s no use, honey,” he said. “Your 
mother has us over a barrel. I think she’d 
like to break up this marriage anyhow. 
But I’m not going to let her do it. We’re 
getting out of here.” 

He got up and started emptying the 
closet of his clothes— 

“IT can’t leave home,” I said dumbly 
1s full realization of what was happening 
came through my brain. “There’s no need 
for this—” 

“I’m leaving,” Bill said. 

“Alone?” I asked. 

“If I have to,” he said. “I don’t want to 

but I know the score.” 

“But you”—I was standing now, close to 
Bill—‘our love—” 

“Gwen,” he said, a forced note of tender- 
ness in his voice, “Ill always love you. Be- 
lieve that. But marriage is a matter of be- 

g practical, too. Sounds funny coming 
from me, doesn’t it? Anyway, it’s the truth. 
If we don’t beat this thing right now, it'll 
only lead to more unhappiness. The thing 


to do is get out.” 


“But—I can’t just go. Like this.” 
Mother broke into our conversation. 


“Where would you take my daughter, Mr. 
Hampton?” She spat out his name like a 
nasty curse word. 

“That, Mrs. Dawson,” Bill said, turning 
his hate-emblazoned eyes on Mon, “is for 
Gwen and me to worry about, if she’s com- 

What could I do—or say? I wanted to 
20 with him; oh, how I wanted to be able 
to walk right out of the house with Bill, my 
dearly beloved. Yet, I couldn’t just walk 
out on Mom, just like that, without notice, 
when I knew she needed me. I couldn’t— 
just couldn’t, and Bill sensed it. He 
shrugged his shoulders helplessly, a sad 
look on his face. I was struck with panic. 

“Please don’t leave me, Bill! Please!” 
I took the lapels of his coat in my hands 
and turned tear-filled eyes toward his. I 
knew, from that look, that Bill was going 

without me. My voice broke in hysterics, 
loud and high and whimpering. Bill paid no 
ittention. Quickly he fastened his suitcase, 
stepped around me, and headed for the 
stairway. As I heard his footfalls, every 
step was like a kick in the heart. 

Mom came to me, placing a hand lightly 
on my shoulder. “Experience,” she said, 
‘is the best teacher. Let that be a lesson, 
Gwen.” 

“Oh, go to bed!” I shouted at her, shak- 
ing her hand from my shoulder. 

She went, leaving me in misery. I real- 
ized that our marriage had split in less than 
1 month. It was hard to believe that Bill 
was gone, yet the room was empty and cold 
and there was no need for a double bed 
any longer. Bill had taken only his clothes 
and a few personal things. He hadn’t both- 
ered to take the small radio which he’d like 
to play late at night; pictures of him in 
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uniform still stood on top the dresser; and 
another picture, this one showing a cou- 
ple of lovebirds, mocked me from the wall. 
One day, I had been living in Heaven; now, 
it was Hell! 


S I LOOK BACK today, I don’t suppose 
+ T really expected Bill to stay away from 
me for a long time. Perhaps I thought it was 
just a little spat, like those high school 
sweethearts have with each other—some- 
thing unimportant, a few angry words 
quickly forgotten, then back together again, 
happy as ever. But this wasn’t a sweet- 
heart’s spat. Bill didn’t come around; he 
didn’t send word; and he didn’t call. 

I missed Bill terribly. Nights I awoke 
wet with tears, ending a dream and hoping 
to find Bill there beside me, only to grab 
at an unslept-on pillow. I ached inside, 
from head to toe, ached with desire for the 
man I loved, and to live again those happy 
times when he and I were one, on love’s 
roller-coaster. How I dragged through those 
nights and days I don’t know. The days 
were as bad as the nights. I found myself 
gazing out the restaurant window often, 
hoping that I might see Bill coming down 
the street. 

Too much of the time I was alone with 
Mom. She seemed strangely satisfied, al- 
most happy and gloating. Even yet I didn’t 
want to believe that she could be as cruel 
as she seemed, but I had to wonder about 
her more and more. Why had she been 
so adamant? Why hadn’t she listened to 
Bill? As I looked around our little place, 
I realized that Bill was absolutely right 
about everything. There was no reason for 
the place not to make more money than it 
was making. One day I tried to bring up 
the subject again. 

Mother wouldn’t listen. She was so furi- 
ous she almost scalded a customer with hot 
coffee. 

Angrily I said, “I wish to heaven I had 
made Bill take me to live with his folks. I 
don’t care how tough things might have 
been.” 

“Hurrrummmph!”—was Mom’s reaction 
to that. 


Three months passed, and life seemed 
hopeless. Not once did I see or hear from 
Bill. It was as though he had walked off 
the face of the earth. Chicago is a big 
city, it’s true, but one usually runs across 
friends and acquaintances when one’s not 
looking for them, either on a streetcar, on 
the elevated trains, at a show, in a store. 
Not so with Bill. I never saw him at all. 

But one day I did see his sister, Ethel. 
I was walking home from the restaurant, 
draped in the blue funk I’d worn ever since 
Bill left me. I recognized her at once, but 
I was bewildered. I didn’t know what to 
say, nor if I should say anything, for I 
didn’t know what she might be thinking 
about me. I guess she had the same 
thoughts, for we had almost passed when 
Ethel said, “Hello, Gwen.” 

“Hi, Ethel.” 


“Haven’t seen you for a long time.” 

“Not since the re—” I started to say, 
“Not since the reception,” but the memory 
of it made me leave the word unfinished, 

“Yes, I know,” Ethel said. “It’s too bad, 
isn’t it? About you and Bill, I mean.” 

I was silent. What could I say to make 
sense? 

“Don’t you still love him, Gwen?” 

I looked into her face. “Sure I love him, 
Ethel. T’ll never love another man.” 

“Then, why don’t you go to him?” 

“He walked out on me—” 

Ethel almost laughed. “You kids sure 
act funny for lovebirds,” she said. “You 
love Bill, you say; Bill tells me he loves 
you, and I can believe him. Yet, you two 
haven’t spoken to each other in over three 
months. I know Bill: it’s his silly pride, 
What’s your story?” 

“T don’t know Ethel; I wish I did.” 

Ethel searched my eyes with hers, then 
asked: “Mind if I tell you?” 

I gave her an honest answer: “No.” 

“Now don’t go getting mad,” she cau- 
tioned. “I’m just telling you the truth, 
for your own good, and also because I love 
my brother Bill. The truth is, Gwen. your 
mother has you hog-tied. That’s not un- 
usual, though. What I can’t figure out is, 
how can you do without a man once you've 
had one?” 

I looked at Ethel, her words ringing in 
my ears still, and I felt like all kinds of a 
fool. 

“I can’t figure it out, either, Ethel.” 

I lowered my head and started to move 
on. 

“Any message for Bill?” Ethel asked 
gently. 

“Tell him I—” I stopped it. “No. I guess 
not,” I finished. 

The reason I didn’t send Bill a message 
by Ethel was this: I had decided to tell 
him how much I still loved him myself. I 
had decided to leave home and Mom. May- 
be Ethel had been right, but I had passed 
the stage of knowing what was right and 
what was wrong. I thought I knew, and I 
thought I was right. But right or wrong, 
I was going to Bill, my husband. 

The decision wrought a_ wonderful 
change in me. My feet were lighter, I held 
my head higher; I hurried on home, rushed 
to the phone and dialed Bill’s number. 
Someone told me Bill was at work. I dialed 
again. Bill’s boss answered. 

“May I please speak to Bill?” I asked. 

“Just a minute,” the man said. 

I heard him call: “Bill . . . telephone!” 

My heart raced in anticipation. Thoughts 
whirled through my head. What was I go- 
ing to say to Bill after three long, silly 
months of silence? Then . . . Bill’s voice: 

“Hello—” 

It was a greeting, and a question. In 
effect he was saying, “Here I am. Who is 
it? What do you want, whoever you are?” 

“Bill—” 

“Yes?” 

“Bill—it’s me, Gwen.” 

His tone dropped, as if he might be dis 
appointed, bored with it all. “Hello, Gwen. 
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We were sparring with our greeting, like 
two fighters in the first round. 

“T want to see you, Bill.” 

There was more silence. 

“T want to talk to you, Bill.” 

Still no answer. I was getting frantic. 

“Can you pick me up at home, Bill?” I 
had to hear him speak again. Oh, why was 
he teasing me like this? “Soon as you get 
off, Bill.” 

“Think I should?” he said finally. 

“I'm sure of it, Bill.” 

“Okay.” he said, as if to ask: “What’s 
the use?” 

“I'll be waiting,” I said urgently, then 
slowly hung up the phone. 

I turned to catch Mom watching me with 
disgust. 

a all 

I was no longer afraid; I knew what I 
had to do. I did it. 

“Mom.” I said, “I’m going back to Bill 
—if hell have me. And nothing you can 
say will stop me. Nothing!” 

“T see.” Mom said. “I suppose you'll like 
it at Bill’s house. Where’ll you sleep? On 
the living room sofa?” 

I let the sarcasm pass. “It doesn’t mat- 
ter. Just so I’m with him.” 

“What about me—and the restaurant?” 

I took a step toward her. 

“T don’t care about it anymore, Mom. I 
found out the true stery today.” 

For a moment, she was bewildered. “And 
what is the true story?” 

“Tve been a fool,” I said. “I 
have known Bill was right all along. But I 
made sure today. While you were out of 
the restaurant, I called your bank and said 
I was you. I asked for ‘my’ balance. A man 
told me you had more than $15,000 in the 
bank! 

“You’re selfish, Mom. After Dad died, 
you felt that I was all you had, and you 
couldn’t let me get away from you, not 
even to go to college. All that talk about 
wanting me to go was the bunk. If you 
had wanted to, you could have sent me to 
school. All that talk about not making any 
money with the place was the bunk, too. 
You can hire all the waitresses you need. 
I may not know much about business, but 
I know about you—at last. You'll get along 
very nicely without me.” 

Mom sat down to sob. This time I didn’t 
go to comfort her. 

“Save the false 
cruelly. 

She raised her eyes to my face. “You 


should 


tears, Mom,” I said 


don’t know what you're saying, Gwen. 
What I did was for your own good.” 

“Well, you won't have to worry about me 
anymore. Bill will see to that.” 

Then I heard Bill’s car come up, and I 
went out to meet him. 

He was coming around the car as I 
stepped off the porch. I rushed to him and 
kissed him hard, lighting a fire in my heart. 
He fed the flame, and the fire grew, warm 
than hot. It was like that day when we got 
married— 


After a while, Bill said: “I saw Ethel. 
She told me about the talk you two had. 
This isn’t because of—” 

“This,” I said, “has nothing to do with 
Ethel. Only you and me.” 

“What about your mother?” 

“Oh, don’t worry about her,” I said. 
“We won’t exactly dump her. Just teach 
her a lesson.” 

Bill didn’t understand. 

“Come on,” I said, “help me get my 
things out of the house. And don’t ask 
questions. Just take me wherever you want 
to go.” 

“T guess I’ve been a fool,” Bill said, as 
we went into the house. 

“Not you,” I said. “I’m the one.” 


AS IT TURNED OUT. we didn’t have to 
‘% live at Bill’s after all. That night, we 
lived in a hotel room. The next day, Bill 
bought a small house for us. 

It happened the strangest way. 

The boss greeted Bill the next day and 
said, “I understand you and your wife went 
back together—” 

“How did you know?” Bill asked. 

“Oh,” said the boss, “a little bird told 
me.” The boss paused, then went on mys- 
teriously: “I’ve been thinking, Bill. You 
had a tough break when you went to the 
Army. I know it isn’t too easy for fellows 
like you to float loans. Tell you what: you 
need a home of your own. I'll help you get 
it. I'll make a loan. Pay me back what 
you can afford every week, out of the 
check 

Bill said it was like a miracle—but he 
wasn’t too surprised to take up the boss’ 
offer. He said he bet that was the fastest 
real estate deal in Chicago history. Seemed 
like—he said—everything was all fixed on 
this particular little house. I guess it was 
at that. You see, we found out that Mom 
really had made the loan to Bill through 
the boss. We had been living in the house 
several weeks when we found out the truth 
on the deal. 

The night the family made up was some- 
thing I'll never forget. I hadn’t ever been 
happier—except the night Bill took me 


back. THE END 
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(Continued from Page 33) 


leaving me as the one-and-only, and it was 
on me that my parents showered enough 
affection for a gang of kids. From the 
earliest years of my life, I received every- 
thing I asked for; at 17,1 got a brand new 
convertible; and my father’s position was 
such that I had merely to mention his name 
to people to get things done. 

It wasn’t until years later that I learned 
one fact of life: these people weren’t afraid 
of me nor of my father—in fact, some hated 
our guts—but they did our bidding because 
most often there was profit in it for them. 
Whenever someone needed funds for a com- 
munity project, to tide him over a tight 
spot, to arrange the purchase of a home 
even, he would come running to my father, 
and my father would bail him out. In the 
same way, he would bail me out of any 
little difficulty I had; I could count on it, 
and it made me a spoiled brat, overly cocky, 
a plain out-and-out fool! 

In my case, my father was being kind; 
in the case of others, however, shelling out 
money was something you did with a cal- 
culating eye. There wasn’t much honest 
charity in my old man; and that explains 
how we happened to own more than twenty 
pieces of property in the little town. My 
father even owned an office building on 
Main Street that was completely occupied 
by white business and professional people. 

Although I was shy and quiet as a kid, 
I realized that I was good looking, and I 
took in stride the favors the teachers passed 
out to me; I soon learned that I could 
“jive” my way through, that I could raise 
cane in the classroom and get no more than 
a mild reprimand; that a bright smile and 
flattery would get good marks for me, even 
when I hadn’t studied my lessons. Even 
when I pulled off my worse deeds, all my 
teachers would say was “All right, Billy, 
I'll tell your father!” That didn’t mean 
anything to me, because I knew even if they 
went to my father, he wouldn’t raise hell. 
He'd say something about “respecting peo- 
ple older than you” and let it go at that. 
Sometimes my mother would hear about my 
little acts and protest that maybe they 
were being too easy, on me, but father 
would toss it off by saying that “he’s a 
growing boy; all healthy boys are mis- 
chievous.” 

When I hit high school, I was a hand- 
some kid, and did I know it! I loved two 
things: games and girls. I didn’t give a 
rap for books. All I wanted to do was play 
a game—baseball, basketball, football, any- 
thing with running or jumping or bodily 
contact in it—and preen myself around 
town with the prettiest girl. I soon discov- 
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ered that athletic prowess and popularity 
with girls went hand-in-hand. I played both 
to the hilt. Another thing I soon learned 
was that girls went for nattily-dressed guys, 
and I started spending an hour each morn- 
ing getting dressed for school. Sometimes 
I'd go home at recess and make a change! 
I was a real dude in our little one-horse 
town; I felt like a king inside when I 
strutted across our high school campus and 
heard the girls whispering about me, even 
arguing about me, and, once in a while, 
fighting over me. When I was out on the 
basketball court or baseball diamond. I 
could hear them yelling for me to score a 
basket or hit a home run—and I came 
through too often for my own good. I had 
no trouble winning my letters and before 
I finished high school, I had been captain 
of all the teams we had—either because I 
was the best player, or because my father 
had donated new uniforms! 

And when I was injured, as I was twice 
in football, the girls actually cried; or 
when I was fouled, as in basketball, the 
girls would set up a chorus of boos that'd 
rock our gym. 

I went girl-crazy, especially after father 
gave me that convertible. It’s a wonder 
other boys didn’t hate my guts, but for 
some reason they were awed by me, too, 
and they came around to gee-whiz at the 
idea of a Negro kid having a brand new. 
bright-yellow convertible. A lot of them 
begged me to take them along on dates, 
but I didn’t go much for that. 

It wasn’t the idea that I was really in 
love with girls so much as that something 
drove me on to conquer every pretty girl I 
saw. Let a girl resist me once, and I'd 
never give up until I had her eating out of 
my hand; I wanted them to want me, to 
fight over me, to blush when I said “hello.” 

Often on dates I'd drive out to a secluded 
spot- and make love to my girl of the mo- 
ment. It was always easy; all I had to do 
was fool around a bit—kiss them and 
fondle them—and anything I wanted, I got. 
The few times I did go out with stubborn 
girls, ’'d get angry and insult them and 
brag about my previous conquests. If a gir] 
persisted in refusing me, I’d make her get 
out of my car and walk home, or get home 
the best way she could. That shows how 
spoiled I was; I thought all I had to do 
was ask, and they’d be glad to do a favor 
for the great Billy Johnson. I just couldn’t 
stand defeat, so I had to show my power 
somehow—make ’em walk home! 

And, do you know a funny thing, I found 
out that a lot of girls liked the rough treat- 
ment! Some of the very ones who'd put on 
the stubborn act came crawling to me for 
another chance later on! 

Life for me, as they say in that blues 
song, was “one steady roll .” I had every- 
thing I wanted, and anything I didn’t have, 
I figured to get sooner or later. I never 
realized that I was breaking hearts and 
bringing misery to many good kids who 
were just impressionistic and had to cause 
to be made fools of just because they were 


less fortunate than I was, just because they 
thought I represented the “best” there was 
available in our one-horse town. Hell, to 
me, all things were in my province; my 
father was Mr. William Johnson, business. 
man; and I was William, Jr., known as 
Billy. 

There wasn’t but one thing that worried 
me: college. When I graduated from high 
school with honors, I gave college some 
thought. A number of schools had con. 
tacted me because of my athletic prowess, 
and there were a few interested in me be. 
cause of my scholarship record! 

That, of course, was a joke. I didn’t like 
to study, and I hadn’t studied much. But 
because of my Dad, his position and pull, 
I had graduated with honors. I knew, 
though, that in college it would be a differ. 
ent story. My Dad’s money couldn't buy 
good grades for me. And I didn’t want to 
go to college and fail. Truth is, the thing 
that interested me most about college was 
the fact that most campuses were stacked 
with pretty girls. 

Still there were pretty girls all over the 
world. And not as hard to get to as those 
college kids who were under the rule and 
thumb of deans and house mothers. I had 
just about given up the idea of college 
anyway when a cousin of mine wrote and 
invited me to Chicago. 

I was all for the trip. Things in town 
were dull; the summer was hot and I was 
beat. I spoke to Dad about it, but he 
stalled me off for a while with talk about 
college. I told him I was trying to make 
up my mind—real con stuff—and I thought 
I could do a better job of deciding if I 
could get away for a few weeks. He went 
for it. Even gave me a thousand dollars 
so I’d have a little fun on the side. My 
mother cried a little and told me to be care- 
ful. I gave her a hug and a kiss, shook 
hands with my Dad at the train station, and 
headed for Chicago. From all I had heard, 
the Windy City was a lively place—and 
that was where I wanted to be. I needed 
excitement; I wanted to meet new, inter- 
esting girls; I wanted to go places and 
do things where big things were being 
done. 

If I had been smart, I would have real- 
ized that I was just a minor leaguer, that 
the big leagues weren’t for me. But when 
I landed in Chicago, I was the greatest guy 
—jn my mind—that ever lived. 

My cousin Joey, a law student, met me at 
the Illinois Central railroad station and 
took me out to his father’s south side apart: 
ment in a cab. Unlike me, Joey didn’t have 
a car of his own. I noticed, too, that he 
didn’t dress as sharply as I did. Oh, he 
dressed all right—but nothing fancy. I 
couldn’t figure any girls getting crazy for 
him. 

Joey was rather thin and sharp-featured, 
with good hair. He wore glasses and talked 
in a serious-sounding, deep voice. He tol 
me that he was also studying music in ad: 
dition to law. And as we taxied out to his 
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place, he told me a few things about Chi- 
cago. 

Mostly I told him about my way with 
girls. He wasn’t impressed. I switched to 
sports—and still he didn’t seem to be im- 
pressed. I switched back to girls, asking 
him how chances were in Chicago for meet- 
ing some cute kids. He said he thought I'd 
be satisfied. I asked him if he had a girl. 
He said yes, said that he thought I might 
go for a friend of his girl’s. 

When we arrived at Joey’s place, it was 
my turn to be unimpressed. In contrast to 
our big house down home, Joey lived in a 
“six-room flat” in a building with 30-some 
other families. The place was neat, clean 
and well-furnished, but I just couldn’t get 
used to the idea of sharing a home with all 
those people. 

There were three bedrooms in the apart- 
One was Joey’s. Another was for 
both of whom worked days. 


ment. 
his parents, 
(His mother was my mother’s sister.) The 
other was the guest bedroom—the one I 
was going to live in. It was a good-sized 
room, with plenty of heat, air, sun. I had 
to admit that, as a guest, I couldn’t ask for 
anything better. 

I had arrived in Chicago in the morning. 
By the time I was all settled—cleaned up 
and dressed—at Joey’s, it was around 
o'clock. Joey and I sat around a couple of 
hours, talking, then he took me out to see 
one of the main drags—47th street. As we 
walked along, Joey kept on telling me 
about this business, that building, this res- 
taurant, and so on. But all I wanted to 
know: how did Chicago girls look? And, 
frankly, I was disappointed. I didn’t see 
much that afternoon. 

Things—girls, that that 
night. though. Joey and I went over to his 
girl’s place. Her friend was there. We 
were introduced. Billy Johnson, Adrienne 
Roland. 

Adie wasn’t a bad-looking girl. 
slender, but well-shaped, and her features 
were delicate. Her mouth was wide, full of 
lips, the kind a guy likes to kiss. Her eyes 
were brown, bright, lively, sort of mis- 
chievous. Looking at her, I thought: this 
is going to be interesting! 


is—improved 


She was 


-for a few dates. But Adie was 
From the time I kissed her 
all mine. I 


It was— 
too easily had! 
on the hand, 
tired of her quickly, concluding that Chi- 
cago girls were no different from 
down home, at least as far as I was con- 
cerned. Truth is, 
home had led me a merrier chase. 

Pretty soon I was playing the field. With 
some help from Joey, I met a lot of girls 


she was mine 
those 


some of the girls down 


who came from the “right families.” I went 
on a mad whirl of parties, dances, shows, 


long walks in parks and at the beach. 
When I was home, Joey’s phone rang in- 
cessantly—for me. I had a ball! And it 
went to my head. I began telling myself 
that there wasn’t a girl, or woman, that I 
couldn’t get if I wanted her. Already I 
had noticed that not only did the daughters 
of these right fathers and mothers go for 


me, quite often the mothers themselves 
flirted with me. Billy—I told myself— 
you’re a handsome devil. You should have 
been born in the big city. All this fun, and 
you buried in a little old hicktown! 


NE SUNDAY, Joey and I went out early 

to play tennis in Washington Park. 
Afterward, Joey suggested that we go to 
a nice beach he knew about north of Chi- 
cago, on Lake Michigan. Joey was for tak- 
ing his girl, but I had another idea. Why 
not borrow her car.and let’s stag it? Joey 
wasn’t much for the idea, but he called her 
She wasn’t much for the idea, 
had figured on being 
with Joey that day. But on his promise that 
he would be back early, she said okay, she 
would asked her father (it was really his 
car). In a moment, she returned to the 
phone and told Joey to come on over and 
pick up the car. 

It was a Chrysler sedan, late model, 
painted khaki-green. Joey and I took the 
car, Joey driving, and headed for the beach. 
Once we had hit the Outer Drive, an ex- 
press-way, Joey asked: “Why are you so 
hot on stagging it?” 

“More fun, Joey,” I said. “No telling 
what we'll find at the beach. A couple of 
beauties probably are up there, lying in the 
sun, waiting for us right now!” 

“So that’s it!” 


and asked. 
either, because she 


Joey exclaimed. “I might 


have known that old Lover Boy had some 
angle. Well, I’m not interested 
“Yeah—yeah. Save yourself for Bar- 
bara. Keep on saving yourself for one 
broad. One day you'll wake up feeling 
sorry for yourself because you’ve missed 


all the fun.” 

“Could be,” “But Barbara’s 
not a bad dish to save for. Look—this is 
I didn’t hear you 
Don’t any of 


Joey said. 
her car we're riding in. 
call any of your many girls. 
them have fathers who own cars?” 

“Sure.” I said. “But I got another angle 
there. I’m going to buy a car of my own.” 

“How're you going to pull that one off?” 

“Well,” I said, “I told you I left a car 
down home. I wrote Dad the other day and 
told him to sell it. I told him I wanted the 
money to go to school on. I said I was 
thinking about enrolling in the University 
of Chicago, but if I didn’t, I'd go to North- 
I know Dad. He wants me to go 
to college bad. He'll not only send me the 
car money, he'll probably send me a couple 
thousand extra to buy books and things!” 
Joey laughed. “You're a card, Billy. A 
I wonder when you’re going to 


western. 


real card. 
wake up?” 
“Let me sleep, boy. 
it better this way.” 
The drive to the beach took a couple of 
hours. But it was worth it, all the way. 
Joey and I got into our swim trunks and 
plunged into Lake Michigan. After a few 
swims, we prowled around the beach a bit. 
Joey tagged along mostly for the walk, but 
I had my eyes out, searching for a likely 
Surprisingly, it was Joey 


I like 


Let me sleep. 


prospect or two. 
who spotted the two chicks. 
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They were sitting on a huge beach robe, 
eating sandwiches and listening to some 
jazz on a portable radio. Joey touched my 
arm, nodded their way. I cased them, nod- 
ded back to him. I was ready to barge in, 
but Joey cautioned me. “Hold it! Maybe 
they’re with some fellows,” he said. “Maybe 
the guys are in swimming or gone for cool 
drinks.” I agreed that this might be the 
case. Then I got an idea. 

“Come on,” I told Joey. 

We sauntered on up to the girls, both of 
whom had their backs to us as we came up. 

“Pardon me,” I said. Both of them 
turned around, surprised, I guess, at the 
sound of a man’s voice. 

The one who caught my eye first was at- 
tractive, fair-skinned, but a bit small. I 
saw right away, though, that she was open 
to conversation, so I went on: “My buddy 
and I were wondering how the White Sox 
did today. Would you mind if we turned to 
the ball game a second to get the score?” 

rhe girl smiled. “No, I guess not. Go 
right ahead.” She looked at her companion, 
as if for confirmation of the okay, and 
that’s when I first saw the other girl! 

I forgot all about the baseball game. 

Here was the most beautiful girl I had 
seen. Sitting there, on the colored 
beach towel, with the gently-moving lake 
behind her, and a light breeze in her soft 
black hair, this girl seemed to me to be 
all a man could ever want—the kind of a 
girl even a guy like I would love exclu- 
sively. Her skin was olive, slightly tanned. 
Her eyes were like amber lights. Her nose 
was straight, finely shaped. Her mouth was 
like a bow, sensitive, expressive. All of her 
was moulded by a Master who knew per- 
fection. 

And her name was Joyce. Joyce Logan. 
Not that it mattered; she didn’t need a 
name, for there was only one of her, in 
this world. 

While I stood there, staring, speechless, 
my heart pounding, searching for some- 
thing to say, Joey and the other girl—the 
small one—were getting on in conversa- 
tion. I could hear their voices, just as I 
had heard the introductions. Joey had in- 
troduced himself, then me. The small girl 
had said she was June something-or-other 
and then had introduced Joyce. I had 
mumbled a “hello,” and that was all. 

I had met my match. Even after I had 
found my tongue, I didn’t say anything that 
interested Joyce beyond a “yes” or “no.” 
{nd this was new to me. Usually I was the 
flippant guy, and the girl I was interested 
in was a good follower. Usually, I charmed 
them, or won them over in the first minutes. 
Joyce wasn’t like the hicks I’d known 
down home, nor like the little sprigs from 
the right family trees I'd met in Chicago. 
he was a world unto herself, or so it 
seemed to me. 

After Joey and June had gone for a swim, 
I got up more courage, moved closer to 
Joyce. She didn’t get real friendly, but she 
did tell me a few things about herself: that 
she was a model, single; that she had come 


) 


ever 


o 


from Arkansas four years earlier, that she 
had an apartment of her own in Hyde Park. 

I told her who I was—Billy Johnson, 
scion of a well-to-do mortician family. 

That melted her. Right away the atmos- 
phere changed. Spring became summer. A 
cloudy day became filled with sunshine. 
Joyce was interested. 

If I hadn’t been such a hick myself, I 
would have caught on. But, I didn’t, and, 
to tell the truth, I didn’t want to—not then. 

I moved in close to Joyce, slipped my 
arm around her waist, pulled her to me. 
She came willingly, nestled in the crook 
of my arm, her head on my shoulder. I 
smelled the sweet perfume on her, and it 
intoxicated me. My blood ran warm—hot— 
and I knew that, above all else, I had to 
have her for mine, all mine. 

Gently I touched her chin with my fin- 
gertips, tilted her head back, kissed her. 
She returned the kiss, fervently, giving me 
a little of herself—then she broke off. 

“Please, Billy,” she said, sweetly. “Not 
here. We shouldn’t do this—people might 
see us. Later—maybe.” 

There had been nothing phony about the 
kiss. The promise seemed equally genuine. 
I was now ready to leave the beach, for a 
more secluded spot. I wanted to collect. 


ig TURNED OUT that the girls had 

driven up in Joyce’s car, so we couldn’t 
take them home. I was beginning to think 
I had a problem on my hands until Joyce 
suggested that Joey take June home and 
she would take me in her car. 

Her car was a swell Cadillac convertible. 
Modeling, I thought, as I got under the 
wheel—she had insisted that I drive—must 
be a lucrative business. Had to be, I 
thought, to put this luscious girl in a Cadil- 
lac, a sleek car that all but skimmed over 
the road as we headed back South. 

It was a thrilling drive. A big car, with 
all the power in the world, under my hand. 
A beautiful girl by my side, sitting close, 
her knee resting gently against mine, an 
arm lightly behind my shoulder on the 
seat, the delicious smell of her making 
this a kind of out-of-this-world place to be. 
I really felt proud, as we pulled to stops at 
signal lights, to catch other drivers and 
riders eyeing us jealously. 

They might have been even more jealous 
had they seen the apartment Joyce lived in. 
This place was fabulous, like something out 
of a magazine layout. On the fourth floor 
of a well-kept, red-brick building, it was 
furnished in modern, with rich taste. My 
feet sank into the tufts of a luxurious rug 
as I stepped through the door; in front of 
me was a huge ultra-modern sofa—strictly 
class. Around the room I saw a big-screen 
TV set, expensive chairs and tables, beau- 
tiful lamps. All a girl could want, Joyce 
had. And she lived here all alone! 

I had that thought again: modeling sure 
must be a lucrative business! 

Joyce must have been reading my mind. 
She came close to me, smiling. “Like it?” 

“It’s divine. Simply divine,” I said. “The 


wonder is, it’s all yours—no one else to 
share it with—” 

“Until I met you,” she said, dreamily, 
“T never wanted to share it with anyone, 
I wanted it to be all mine. Now—now, I'd 
like to think that you'll call it a sort of sec. 
ond home. Drop in anytime.” 

“The pleasure,” I said, flippantly, “will 
be all mine.” 

Joyce told me to make myself “at home” 
while she freshened up. I sat on the great 
sofa, and savored every moment of this high 
life I was living. I was deep in it when | 
heard a soft sound and looked up to see 
that Joyce had returned. I had never seen 
anything so beautiful. She stood in a 
revealing black thing. It was sheer as 
nylon and it glorified every curve of her 
body. It electrified every fibre of me. It 
was as though a heat wave had suddenly 
struck me; I suddenly felt a need to open 
my shirt collar, to breathe more deeply, a 
longing for a cool drink. 

Then Joyce came toward me, slowly, a 
beautiful tan leg showing through the split 
in the thing she was wearing at every step. 
She was as a model, in a show, and I was 
the audience. I was the most appreciative 
audience she’d ever had. I was stunned at 
every step. The confidence that I’d always 
had vanished, and she left me there with 
no more moxie than a little boy who has 
been caught with his hand stuck in a cookie 
jar. I was an amateur in a pro league! 

When Joyce had come up to me, she 
asked: “Why don’t you make yourself com- 
fortable? It’s a warm afternoon. Get out 
of that hot coat while I mix drinks for us.” 

I tried to get comfortable. I took off my 
coat, loosened my collar, but it wasn’t until 
I had my second drink that I had the cour- 
age to say what was burning in my mind. 

“Joyce,” I said, “you’re the most beauti- 
ful girl I’ve ever known.” 

Coming out, it sounded like a little 
speech a schoolboy has rehearsed for his 
teacher. But if Joyce realized how I felt, 
she didn’t let on. 

“Thank you,” she said, “that is a beau- 
tiful compliment. But don’t you tell that to 
all the girls?” 

“Nobody but you, baby. 
you.” 

For the balance of the afternoon and into 
the night, Joyce and I sat in her apartment. 
Talking. Sipping cool drinks. Listening 
to soft jazz on her record player. I tried to 
make love to her but got no further than a 
hug and a kiss. Every time it seemed that 
I was making progress, Joyce found an ex- 
cuse to get up. Either to change a record, 
to get ice, fix another drink. When she was 
close to me, she created the illusion of be 
ing all mine. When I made a pass at her, 
she held out a promise—for later. I found 
myself taking the promise, anticipating the 
future, restraining myself, although I was 
a guy named Desire. I knew that this girl, 
Joyce, was my real love and I didn't want 
to jeopardize the future by making a wrong 
move. 

And so that is how I came to leave there 
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that night, having received a gentle good- 
night kiss, an invitation to drop back any- 
time. and a key to her apartment. I counted 
it as a good night. 

There were many nights like that in the 
weeks that followed. Nights when Joyce 
and I were together. Nights when we en- 
joyed the fruits of her rich harvest. But 
though we enjoyed the fruit, we did not 
have it—something like eating the cake, 
but not having it to eat. We were in a 
kind of make-believe world. We played at 
love—but only played at it. Joyce talked 
the game of love, but she stopped short of 
living it. And always there was that prom- 
ise. “One day, I'll be yours, all yours.” 
The idea seemed to be: just be patient, 
Billy, and you'll have everything your heart 
desires. 

I lived on that promise, lived with it. un- 
til I thought I might become shattered by 
the tension. I was ready to sell my soul 
just to know that Joyce was mine. 

Then came the climax. 

We had been out rather late one night 
in early fall, on a beach party with Joyce, 
some of her friends, Joey and June. It had 
been a nice party, gay, full of laughs. When 
I took Joyce up to her apartment and 
opened the door with my key, she invited 
me in for a “nightcap.” I went gladly. As 
soon as the door was closed, 
into my arms. Her kiss was like fire on my 
lips, her breath like flame. My blood ran 
hot and I strove to match the fire of her, for 
I knew now that my dreams were coming 


she rushed 


true, that the moment for which I had 
ached had arrived. 

“Don’t leave me tonight, Billy,” Joyce 
said as we broke our embrace slowly. “This 


is the night I’ve lived for ever since I first 
met you—” 

“Ever since I first saw you, baby,” I said, 
“T’ve lived on nothing but the dream of 
having you in my arms—all of you. All 
mine. I—I love you, Joyce!” 

“IT love you, Billy, darling. 
leave me. Not for a second.” 

I stayed. That night, and the next, and 
the next. Joey didn’t say much about it, 
about my not coming back to his apartment 
nights, but I knew he thought I was mak- 
ing a fool out of myself. For me, though, it 
All the heaven I ever wanted. 
Joyce was mine. We hadn’t said any mar- 
ital vows, but then we didn’t need any. We 
had an understanding. The kind that comes 
when two hearts beat as one, the 


Don’t ever 


was heaven. 


when 


blood of two people flows as in one stream, 


when two people are embraced and they 
breathe in unison, as one. 

In a world like this, a man stops think- 
ing. He just lives. He doesn’t ever think of 
dying; he believes he will live forever. No 
one counts days in a life like this, nor 
nights. Just thrills. And the last one is 
always greater than the one before it. 

That’s the way it was with us. All sun- 
shine, no rains, no clouds. 

Yet, that was not the way life was meant 
to be. And I found that out one night when 
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I went back to Joyce’s, as usual ready for 
a night of love. 

When I arrived, there was no Joyce to 
greet me at the door with a kiss. Instead 
she was in the bedroom, in bed, crying. 

Alarmed, I rushed over to her, asked: 
“Joyce, honey. What’s the matter?” 

For seconds, she didn’t answer. Then 
slowly she lifted her head on the pillow 
and said: “Something terrible has hap- 
pened, Billy.” 

“What, baby? What? 

“I’m pregnant!” 


| ER WORDS were so unexpected, I 

didn’t understand just what she had 
said for a while. Then, like a sledgeham- 
mer pounding on my head, the meaning of 
what she’d said struck me. And scared me. 
In my wild eagerness to love Joyce, I had 
never once thought of the consequences. 
Yet, as it all sank in, I didn’t feel like I 
wanted to run. I loved Joyce so much I 
wanted her for my wife. I asked her to 
marry me. 

“*T can’t, Billy,” she said. “My career—” 

“But you can’t have a baby like this.” 

“T don’t intend to have a baby,” Joyce 
told me. The tenderness had gone out of 
her eyes, and suddenly she wasn’t crying 
any more. She hadn’t been crying at all. 

“T don’t understand,” I said. 

“Tt’s simple,” Joyce told me. “I know a 
good doctor. Ill have an abortion—but it'll 
take money. A whole lot of money. This 
doctor is safe, but he makes you pay dearly 
for his services.” 

Mentally, I started counting my funds. 
They were low. I’d spent almost all of the 
dough I'd been getting from home. And I 
didn’t see how I could put the touch on Dad 
for “big dough” for Joyce’s abortion and 
also get what I needed for myself. 

“How’re you fixed?” I asked Joyce. 

“Almost broke,” she said. “That’s what 
worries me. I thought maybe you—” 

“I’m like you,” I told her. 

For a moment, I saw cold steel in her 
eyes. Then she softened to say: “But your 
father. Couldn’t you get it from him?” 

“How much would you need?” 

“Five thousand!” 

I couldn’t believe it. Five thousand dol- 
lars for an abortion! 

“That’s what the doctor charges,” Joyce 
told me. “I must have the best. You 
wouldn’t want me to take chances, would 
you?” 

“No,” I said, “but why can’t we just get 
married and have the baby?” 

“It would ruin my career—” 

“But what about us, Joyce? Don’t we— 
the baby, especially—don’t we matter at 
all. There are three of us now—at least 
there will be—” 

‘There won’t be three, Billy. Under- 
stand that! I’m not having any babies this 
year. I don’t want to sound rough, but 
you'd better call your Dad and get that 
money up here as soon as you can. This is 
no play thing, you know.” 


Joyce had never spoken harshly to me 
like that before, and it frightened me. See- 
ing her suddenly go hard, seeing her 
beauty vanish like a sheer negligee re- 
moved and tossed away, was more than I 
could stand. I walked out of her apartment 
like a man in a nightmare. I headed for 
a bar, downed a drink quickly. (I hadn’t 
hung around bars much because I’d feared 
someone might spot me for a minor—but 
this night I didn’t care.) But drinking 
didn’t help. I went back to Joyce’s apart- 
ment, meaning to beg her, if necessary, to 
marry me and have the baby. 

After I’d knocked on the door, a man 
answered. He was a big, tall guy, ruggedly 
handsome. His hair was processed and he 
wore a wide mustache, carefully trimmed. 
His fingernails had been manicured to a 
fine sheen. I didn’t know who the guy was, 
but I figured him for a sharp cat. 

He let me in wordlessly. I received my 
second shock when I saw Joyce sitting on 
the sofa, in a negligee, carefully sipping a 
drink. She only tossed me a disdaining 
glance and went on with her drinking. No 
one said a word for what seemed like hours. 
Then the guy spoke: 

“Understand you gotta problem, Billy.” 

I turned to him, burning with anger now. 
“And who the hell are you to know about 
my problems?” 

“Now,” the guy cautioned, “let’s don’t 
get testy. I’m a friend of Joyce’s. Name’s 
Henry. Henry Williams. She called me to 
ask my advice after you cut out a while 
back.” 

“Funny I never met you before, if you’re 
a friend of Joyce’s.” 

“T been outa town,” the guy said, “on 
business. Just got back today, matter of 
fact.” 

I didn’t know whether to believe the guy 
or not. It sounded all right. Yet, why 
should Joyce run to him with her troubles 
so soon? 

“Billy,” the guy went on, “I hear you’re 
a good kid, and your old man’s loaded with 
dough. Why don’t you be a man. Call 
your old man up. Tell him you’re in a jam. 
Need $5,000 fast. Hell, he’ll send it to you. 
Joyce will get the abortion, and nobody’s 
hurt. Maybe she’ll even marry you when 
she’s set in her career.” 

I looked at Joyce, who sat without emo- 
tion on the sofa, still sipping her drink. 
“Honey,” I began, “how could you tell 
Henry everything?” 

“Had to talk to somebody,” she said. 
“You left.” 

“But,” I said, going over to her. “I had 
to try and think. I don’t know if I can get 
that much money from Dad—” 

“You'll have to get it, boy!” Henry cut 
in. I couldn’t mistake the threat in his 
voice, and for the first time I realized that 
I was in trouble, bad trouble. But I wasn’t 
afraid of him. 

“Look, Henry,” I said, angrily. “Don’t 
you pull that crap on me. It’d be better all 
around if you’d get the hell out, anyway.” 

Henry cased me, flexed his arms a bit, 


by 


moved toward me. He was much bigger 
than I was, but I was determined to put up 
a fight. But Henry was too quick for me, 
Before I could move, he lunged in, grabbed 
me by the lapel of my coat, lifted me up on 
tiptoes and brought me in close to him. 

“You may be a big shot down in Chitlin’ 
Switch,” he said, “but you’re just another 
sucker up here. Get the dough. Get it fast! 
Call your old man tonight and have that 
dough here by tomorrow and you'll see 
what bad trouble is.” 

“You know where you can go!” I said. 

Henry pulled his fist back, ready to 
strike. I tried to get set to roll with his 
punch. 

“Aw, don’t mess him up,” Joyce said 
coldly. “He'll cough up, soon’s he’s had 
time to think it over. We can always call 
the law. you know.” 

“Yeah,” Henry said, “the law. Maybe 
you didn’t stop to ask, pal, but Joyce is a 
minor. Just large for her age—” 

I could see a scandal brewing at home. 
At once, I felt foolish and anger seethed 
in me. I had been taken—somehow, some 
way, I didn’t really understand it all yet— 
I had been taken! I was trapped. And the 
only way I could get out was by asking Dad 
for five grand. Still, maybe. . 

“Okay,” I said, and Henry released me. 
“Tl see what I can do. But you’ve got to 
give me more time. I can’t tell Dad what 
happened. I’ll have to cook up a story—” 

“How much time?” Henry asked. 

“A few days—just a few days.” 

Henry turned to Joyce. “Think he’s 
okay.” 

She appraised me, as if seeing me for the 
first time. “I think he’ll come through,” she 
said. 

“Okay,” Henry said. “I’m cuttin’. But, 
boy, if you don’t cough up before the week 
is out, you'll have to answer to me. I’m 
with Joyce now ’til things get better. Un- 
derstand?” 

I nodded. I understood. I just hoped I 
could hold my anger until he left. I had 
some talk for Joyce. 

Henry left. As soon as the door closed 
and his footsteps faded down the corridor, 
I went over to the sofa. 

“You made out like you loved me,” I 
said. “But I was just another sucker to 
you. How could you do it, Joyce?” 

“You forget,” she said, “that I’m preg- 
nant with your child. What do you expect 
me to do?” 

“T offered to marry—” 

Now it was her turn to get angry. “Get 
it straight, hickieboy. I’m not marrying 
you or anyone else. Either you come 
through with the dough, or Henry’ll rough 
you up some—” 

I lost all control. I hit her, flush on the 
jaw, knocking her back on the sofa, spill- 
ing drink on her and on myself as the 
glass flew out of her hands. But she was 
tough, and I hadn’t gotten proper leverage 
in my blow. She came at me like a wildcat, 
punching, clawing, screaming. She raked 
a hand down my face and the sharp finger 
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nails cut deeply. I tried to hit her again. 
Missed. Swung again, sent her sprawling 
on the rug. But she wasn’t done. She came 
at me again. This time I swung right, 
caught her in the kisser. And she went 
down, out cold. 

I tried to straighten up, then started to 
leave. But as I opened the door, I found 
that several of the tenants in the building 
had heard the scuffle. They were standing 
there, inquisitive looks in their eyes. One 
of them. a woman Id seen often, slipped 
by me, into the apartment. A man asked, 
“What’s going on, buddy?” 

“Nothing.” I said. 

The woman inside screamed. 


“Call the 


police! Call the police! He killed Joyce!” 
While her screaming words seared into 


my brain, the others swept into the room, 
¥ with them. Dazedly, I 
and 
around 


carrying me in 
watched as someone took the 
called and the others 
Joyce’s body. I wanted to run, but I was too 
I could have gone; no 
Still I stayed. I 
policemen’s 


phone 
crowded 
weak, too scared. 
one was watching me. 
stayed until the sound of the 
siren sounded in the night, until the 
were there, examining Joyce. 

“Is she dead, officer?” the 
excitedly. 


cops 


woman who’d 
screamed asked, “Is she dead? 
Joyce was a good girl, now—” 

“Cut it, the officer said harshly. 
“She isn’t dead. Just out cold, that’s all.” 
Then he asked: “Who did it?” The screamy 
woman pointed at me. “That brute, there, 
officer. He did it. I knew he 
the moment I first laid eyes on him—” 

“Okay, lady. Okay.” To me the officer 
said: “Looks like you’re in a bit of a mess. 
What happened?” 

“She played me for a sucker.” I said. 

“TI see,” said the officer. “Like that, eh? 
Well, I guess you’d better tell us about it 
at the station—” 

An ambulance took Joyce to a hospital. 
The cops took me in. 


lady!” 


was no good 


I had to call Dad now. As soon as I 
reached the station, I asked permission to 


make a long-distance call, collect. One of 
the cops said he’d make the call. I gave 


him the number. He put through the call. 
Then Dad came on the line. 

“Billy,” he shouted, “what’s going on up 
there? What kind of trouble are you in?” 

“Bad trouble. You’d better come get 
me.” 

Dad wanted to know the whole story, but 
I told him I was going to be jailed, that’s 
he'd better hurry. He said he’d call Joey’s 
father, have me bailed out and fly up as 
soon as he could get a plane. 

I spent three or four hours in jail, half 
alive, half dead; half angry at myself for 
being such a fool, scared to death. Then 
Joey and his father got me out and took me 
home. I spent a miserable night at their 
Place. They didn’t say much, but I knew 
what they were thinking—that I had been 
bad from the word go. I could tell they 
were afraid their good name would be tar- 
nished in the scandal I’d created. I didn’t 


care what they thought now—all I wanted 
was for Dad to arrive. 

He came in early the next morning, and 
I told him the whole story. I thought he 
would be angry, but instead he was won- 
derful. he said, “this may be the 
best thing that ever happened to you. May- 
be you'll see things my way now and go to 
college like you should have in the first 


“Son,” 


place.” 
“Get me out of this, Dad,” 
“and I'll do anything you say.” 
“That’s a deal.” Dad said, reaching to 
shake on it. “You let me handle it. I was 
young once; I know how a guy just feel- 
ing his oats can get into these jams.” 


I promised, 


“But, Dad: Joyce is pregnant and I beat 
her up- 

“Billy—just let me handle it, will you?” 

“Okay, Dad.” 


AD HANDLED IT. He was gone all 

day. But when he returned, he had 
good news. A little investigation, he told 
had turned up information on 
Joyce. They were really mar- 
ried to each other. and working with each 
other on this swindle. They had pulled it 
three or four times before and were wanted 
in the East. Dad said, Henry was 
wanted in Chicago on a dope-selling rap. 
I was free to go anytime I wanted to. 

I wanted to leave on the first plane. We 
did. Dad and I climbed aboard a plane and 
headed back South, better pals than we’d 
Dad said even though it was a 
bit late to enroll, he thougat he could get 
me in a good school down home. Later, he 
said, I could transfer to a bigger school, if 
I wanted to. I was only too happy to do 
what he wanted, for I was grateful to him, 
more than I could ever let him know. 

And I had made up my mind about love, 
too. The next time I fell in it, I was going 
to be sure « had a good girl. One I could 
marry and know that she was telling the 
truth, and proud of it, when she said she 


THE END 


me, some 


Henry and 


Besides. 


ever been. 


was pregnant. 





Dr. Daddy-O! 


(Continued from Page 21) 


love to teach my Sunday School class. And 
as for those two kids of mine, well, they’re 
strictly kicks.” 

Dr. Daddy-O began gathering headlines 
when he left the campus of a local uni- 
versity, where he was Assistant Professor 
of Fine Arts in 1949 to become New Or- 
leans’ first Negro disk-jockey. He had 
been teaching Fine Arts for 11 years. He 
had developed a Fine Arts Workshop 
where students could select their own art 
hobbies. He initiated a Saturday Morning 
Art Class for the talented public school 
children of New Orleans. And in 1946 he 
had received a Rosenwald fellowship for 
advanced study in Industrial Design. This 
fellowship, incidentally, took him to New 
York City’s Rockefeller Center to Norman 
Bel Geddes’ studios. 


As Dr. Daddy-O now relates, “Even after 
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I returned to the university from my New 
York studies, I was still the lowest paid 
full-time male teacher on the campus. It 
seemed as though college administrators 
didn’t think much of anyone who taught 
Fine Arts. My salary averaged out to $55 a 
week. My attic studios had no heat in the 
Winter. There was inadequate ventilation 
in the Summer. And yet other professors 
were making from $3,000 to $4,000 per 
year. I couldn’t understand it. I grew 
desperate. 

“T remember that I pawned my office 
typewriter so that I could buy my family 
a Thanksgiving Dinner in 1947. We needed 
an electric refrigerator, so I found a sec- 
ond-hand one which I bought for $50. It 
sounded like an outboard motor, but it 
kept the food fairly cold. Since we had 
no extra money with which to buy furni- 
ture, my wife’s aunt loaned us furniture 
for our living room and bedroom; I made 
my bookcases out of old orange crates. In 
order to bring our problem to the president 
we formed a union, but this organization 
was shortlived. Our members found that 
their contracts were not renewed! 

“T began to look around for extra jobs. 
First, I worked as a part time designer in 
a factory that manufactured furniture from 
plywood and tubular steel. Later, I found 
another part time job as photographer, 
layout artist, and re-write man for our 
local Negro newspaper, The Louisiana 
Weekly. 

“T even created a ‘Poppa Stoppa’ radio 
show which, eventually, was taken away 
from me because the broadcasting station 
refused to accept me, a Negro, as a disk 
jockey. 

“Then a miracle happened. 

“One day in 1949 the telephone rang 
next door. (Our campus apartment had no 
telephone). I was called to the ’phone 
and a voice at the other end asked, ‘Are 
you the young man who created the Poppa 
Stoppa radio program?’ ” 

“I answered in the affirmative. 

“The voice again: ‘Well, how would you 
like to take charge of another radio pro- 
gram? It’s a full time job, and if you’re 
interested can you come to The Jackson 
Brewing Company tomorrow for an inter- 
view?’” 

‘V4 INSLOW, excited and happy, ran to 
tell his wife the good news. 

In two weeks, New Orleans had its first 
Negro disk jockey, Dr. Daddy-O. The uni- 
versity art teacher had at last found a job 
that paid well and at the same time, held 
promise for a great future. The radio show 
and Winslow’s deep, smooth, voice caught 
on very rapidly. More than 7,000 enthusi- 
astic persons attended the first anniversary 
party of the Daddy-O Show. It was the 
biggest party New Orleans had ever seen. 

Why did Vernon adopt the name “Dr. 
Daddy-O?” 

“I wanted to use a name that would be 
‘catchier’ than my own,” he explains, “I 
wanted a name that had its origin in ac- 
ceptable Negro street-language, something 
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that folks could easily remember. Every- 
one calls everyone else, ‘Doc,’ and, at the 
same time, the title ‘Daddy-O’ was growing 
popular. So I just combined the two: 
Dr. Daddy-O. The disk jockey title, Dr. 
Daddy-O, now belongs exclusively to The 
Jackson Brewing Company. Since 1949, 
this company has sponsored Dr. Daddy-O 
radio shows in five other Southern cities. 
All five cities have different “Daddy-O’s” 
and each one is trained in speech, sales- 
manship and in general public relations. 
This training takes place in New Orleans 
under the direction of Winslow, the orig- 
inal Dr. Daddy-O. The Jackson Brewing 
Company successfully employs this radio- 
sales device in its total selling activities, 
and part of Winslow’s job is to write the 
copy, analyze each marketing area and 
provide sales promotion suggestions as a 
supplement to the impact of radio selling. 

Winning a national poster contest spon- 
sored by the 1930 Curtiss-Reynolds Air- 
craft Show started young Winslow on the 
path of advertising merchandising. He 
received a scholarship for a year’s study 
at the Art Institute of Chicago, where he 
lived; and during this period of study 
he learned painting. illustration, drawing, 
advertising design, lettering, photography 
and typography. Later he enrolled in the 
evening school of the University of Chi- 
cago. After seven years of study, he re- 
ceived his degree in Advertising Design. 

Quick to explain the lengthy seven 
years, Dr. Daddy-O says, “You see, I had 
to work my way through college. I never 
found enough money to completely quit 
my daytime job; so I worked half-day, 
and went to school the other half. This 
kept me from graduating in the regular 
four year period. Also: I had two sisters 
and three brothers to help support at the 
same time. Our parents had been divorced 
and all of us kids (seven of us) stayed 
with mother. Each member contributed 
his share to the family’s expenses as he 
grew old enough to work.” 

In his graduating class, Winslow was 
the only Negro majoring in Advertising 
Design. After graduation, the usual thing 
that has happened to so many Negro 
youngsters happened to Winslow. Because 
of his color, he couldn’t land a job in any 
of the advertising agencies. 

“T guess I went to every advertising 
agency in Chicago,” he recalls, “but, you 
see, in 1937 the color line was tightly 
drawn. Carrying my art samples with me 
I would ask for any job that would give 
me a chance for apprenticeship, but the 
answer was always, ‘No.’ My closest 
friends, Eldzier Cortor, Bernard Goss, 
Charles White and Charles Sebree were 
then gaining success as fine artists. Their 
paintings in oil and in water color were 
being hailed by art critics. I, too, tried 
my hand at oils and water colors. But 
somehow, I just couldn’t forget the fasci- 
nation of writing advertising copy. sketch- 
ing layouts, designing labels and doing all 
those things that were a part of modern 
advertising. 


“Then another miracle happened. I was 
given a chance to go South and teach as a 
assistant to Hale Woodruff, the outstanding 
painter who was Professor of Fine Arts g 
Spelman College in Atlanta, Georgia.” 

Like so many persons who had neve 
been South, Winslow was curious aboy 
this section of the country. He had reaj 
headlines in newspapers that pictured the 
South as an area of strife, poverty anj 
sometimes, danger. On the other hand, 
Winslow’s grandmother, the daughter of 
a slave, had told him many stories about 
the South which presented a completely 
different picture. She had come from Dan. 
ville, Kentucky, and she had seen the free. 
ing of the slaves. 

Said his grandmother, “When you go 
South, Vernon, don’t expect to find all the 
white folks filled with ideas of lynching 
and hate. You'll find some mighty good 
people down there, both white and col. 
ored.” 

Arriving on the campus in Atlanta in 
the fall of 1937, Vernon was amazed at 
what he saw. Instead of fear and apathy, 
he saw Negro presperous businesses whose 
leaders had been trained, first at Atlanta, 
then perhaps at Harvard or Yale. He saw 
attractive homes and comfortable living 
He met intelligent, sound-thinking Negroes 
filled with a strong desire to improve their 
economic conditions. Of course, he also | 
saw lonely shacks, red clay, soil erosion, 
malnutrition and insecurity; but, somehov, 
the bustling activity of Morehouse College 
and the remarkable development of Atlan. 
ta’s Negro business structure seemed to 
underscore the fact that, here, in the South 
of nine million Negroes, was a fertile field, 
not only for the profession of teaching, but 
also for the career of advertising and sell- 
ing, particularly to the Negro market. 
Atlanta seemed to point the way. 

“T used to talk with my professors after 
class.” Winslow recalls, “I talked with 
Dean Brazeal, Dr. DuBois, Dr. Braith- 
waite, Dr. Ira Reid and Dr. William Dean. 
I asked them many questions concerning 
the Negro workers and Negro families in 
the South. What about the wage differen 
tial? What would happen if their earning 
capacities would be increased? How would 
better schools and better homes affect the 
total buying power of a given Southern 
community?” 

Because white America in 1937 looked 
upon the Negro market as being too poor 
to buy, Winslow looked more closely. He 
began to see beyond the patched overalls 
and gingham dresses to the day when bet 
ter housing, better jobs, and increased ut 
derstanding would make the South the 
No. 1 market in America. The folks in 
Atlanta knew Winslow as a teacher-student 
who lived in Graves Hall on the Morehouse 
campus; several of his teachers, howevel, 
knew him as a person who read every 
advertising book in the library. 

In 1938, Winslow went to New Orleans 
and Dillard University where his succes 
as a teacher earned him acclaim as “the 
most popular teacher on the campus.” 
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Today, as New Orleans’ most popular 
disk jockey, he takes his laurels modestly. 
His work provides for him not only a good 
salary. but also plenty of fun. In his 
newly-built, ranch-style home, there is time 
for work and, time for fun and play. Yet, 
even with his crowded schedule, he finds 
time to teach Sunday School and to serve 
as Vice-President of the Board of Directors 
of The Hune Child Development Center. 

“Every day is a busy day, but I love 
the excitement,” Dr. Daddy-O says. “Each 
morning my wife and I arise at 7:00. Then 
we both prepare breakfast for ourselves 
and the children, who must be at school 
at 8:45. 

“I love to cook the cereal and bake the 
biscuits. At the same time, Iris (she’s 
my wife) is busy helping the kids get 
ready. After the children have gone, I 
then sit at my desk in the bedroom and 
begin my day’s work. The early morning 


is taken up by my responsibilities con- 
nected with the Jackson Brewing Com- 
pany. Right now, I’m in the midst of 


writing many five-minute TV interviews to 
be used as a part of our Summer adver- 
tising campaign. These interviews include 
such sports stars as Bobby Avila, “Sweet- 
water” Clifton. “Junior” Gilliam, Kid Gav- 
ilan and Archie Moore. If I have any 
spare time I create new commercials for 
my own radio shows sponsored by Jax. 


“By 11:00 a. m. I’m ready to drive 
into town and do my work at the offices 
of Pontchartrain Park Homes, Inc., New 


Orleans’ $15 million subdivision. 

“Here with a budget of $8.000 a month 
for advertising and sales promotion, I must 
produce brochures, newspaper and radio 
advertising. and public relations strategy,” 
Dr. Daddy-O explains. “I’m proudest of 
my recent brain child, a 15-minute 
movie in technicolor which has been shown 
to more than 15,000 persons. It’s a swell 
sales tool. 

“At 2:00 p.m. my wife and I have lunch 
together at home, after which I begin get- 
ting my recordings ready for my afternoon 
radio show on station WWEZ. This show 
lasts from 3:00 until 4:00 p.m. and consists 
of gospel music. 

“Then I rush home with a huge appetite 
and loads of ‘fan’ mail. And while I’m 
in the kitchen helping to get dinner to- 


Sa les- 


gether (I love broiled sirloin steak, with 
turnip greens!) our little family is busy 


setting the table. Dinner is served as we 
listen to the interesting chit-chat which 
the children bring home from school. 

“After dinner it’s either television or 
homework for the kids: it’s dishwashing 
for me and my wife. We get plenty of 
laughs from wate hing our two dogs in the 
backyard. The kitchen door stays open 
most of the time. Our weather in New 
Orleans is almost always like Summertime, 
and the evenings are usually very enjoy- 
able. 

At 8:00 p.m. the kids go to bed. I leave 
the house to do my eve ning radio program. 
As I drive through traffic, I try to rehearse 
the things that I hope to emphasize at the 


microphone. (Incidentally, the success of 
this night radio show is greater than I 
ever expected. In three months, for one 
sponsor, we sold more than 7,000 Bibles 
In Pictures.) “Each week, although I don’t 
solicit mail, I receive more than 500 letters, 
cards and telegrams. 

“My newest sponsor, a Park- -type ceme- 
tery. keeps the telephones ringing almost 
a whole hour after I get off the air. The 
calls are for copies of my photograph and 
a commercial brochure. By the time 10:30 
I’m completely exhausted. I collect 
1 30 minutes I drive 


arrives, 
my recordings and 
on home. 

“On my way toward home is a place 
called Dooky Chase’s, noted for its fried 
I stop here and usually pick up 
sandwich for Iris. The New 
fresh from the Gulf of 


sea foods. 
a hot oyster 
Orleans night air. 


Mexico, seems to give me a new lease on 
life. and I lose my tired feeling. 


“By 11:30 my wife and I can be found 
sitting in front of TV watching a late show, 
a midnight repast, while the kids 


enjoying 
It surely feels grand to 


are fast asleep. 


relax, to make repeated trips to the ice 
box, and to get out of the harness for a 
few precious moments. In the Summer- 
time, we sit out on our front porch, and, 


with the radio turned low. enjoy our snacks 
there. It’s a grand life. believe me. 

“On Sundays I look forward to my Sun- 
day School class at Central Congregational 
Church. Our discussions of Christ’s teach- 
ings are geared to the present-day prob- 
lems of our Junior High youngsters. 
Problems of weekly allowances, cursing, and 
general Christian behavior are discussed 
in the light practical Christian fellowship. 
One youngster remarked to me, after we 
had heard an talk given by a 
young, newly-ordained minister, ‘Gosh, Mr. 
Winslow, I didn’t know that religion could 
be so much fun.’ 

“You see, my belief is this: 
be no true individual success without a 
measure of real religious experience. And 
the place to teach that kind of experience 
to our youngsters is in the Sunday School. 


inspiring 


There can 


In my six years as a disk jockey I’ve seen 
lacking in idealism 
simply because 


so many 
and in spiritual growth, 
their parents were too busy making money 


youngsters 


to notice the deeper feelings of their chil- 
dren. Broken homes and poverty, too, are 
heavy stones which can crush the spiritual 
growth of our children. Somehow the an- 
swer is closely related to the Christian defi- 
nition of love and selfless-ness. We try to 
bring all these values out in our Sunday 
School work with these alert, eager young- 
sters. It’s a rewarding experience to see 
them grow. 

“The power of earnest prayer and the 
strength of patience to outlive one’s disap- 
pointments, are just as important to our 
youth flashy sportcoats expensive 
automobiles. And why can’t a disk jockey 
who sells retail merchandise also sell 
Christian fellowship? It’s worth a try, 


anyhow!” THE END 


as or 
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Tonight, watch streaked, gray, dull, faded, burnt 
and lifeless hair disappear with BLACK 
STRAND Hair Coloring. See how BLACK 
STRAND imparts a new shiny, lustrous, lovely 
appearance to your hair. . . easily, evenly, Only 
occasional touch-ups necessary at partings, tem- 
ple and roots as hair grows out. Easy, simple 
directions in every package. Guaranteed to bring 
the joy of youthful-looking jet black hair tonight, 
or your money back. Only 75¢ plus tax. At 
Druggists Everywhere! 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES .. . Jet Black—Black—Dark 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept. 723-E, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, sll 
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“ANY PHOTO — 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
Same price for full length or bust 
form, groups, landscapes, pet — 
mals, ete., or enlargements of an 

part of a group picture, Original is 


returned with your enlargement. 


Send No Money 305] 


Just mail photo, negative or sn 








shot (any size) and receive your. enlargement, 
guaranteed fadeless,on beantifal dowble- -weight Z 
portrait os paper. Pay postman 67c plus E 7 
Postage—or send 69c with order and we pay post- 

age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. Send your photos today. 


Professional Art Studies, 448. Main, Dept. 55-E, Princeton, Illinois 
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Get this big gleaming 48- 
Cup Electric Drip-O-Lator 
Coffee Urn and never pay 
or send a single penny! I'll 
send it to youin advance along 
with a supply of my famous 
flavoring. All you do is have 10 
members of your group each 
sell only 4 bottles and the 48- 
Cup Urn is yours tokeep! Take 
as long as 60 days. No money 
down .. . we give you credit. 

NEVER COSTSAPENNY! 
Not a penny of 
your own money is 
needed — ever. 
Write today for 
this amazing offer. 
ANNA ELIZABETH WADE 
1685 Tyree St., Lynchburg, Va. 
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Women 


Do 
Like 
Cave-Man 


Lovers? 


(Continued from Page 7) 


head. “See that? My old lady got out of 
line and I had to show her who was boss.” 

“You mean you beat her up?” I de- 
manded indignantly. “I don’t think much 
of a man who’ll hit a woman.” 

“Aw, I didn’t hit her, just gave her a 
little shove. She slugged me with the heel 
of her shoe, so I walked out before I lost 
my temper.” 

“Surely you don’t expect her to take you 
back after that, do you?” 

“Are you kiddin’? She’ll welcome me 
with open arms!” he said confidently. 

I shrugged. “Maybe she would,” I con- 
ceded, trying to imagine what his wife was 
like and then thinking of Idell, who had 
too much intelligence and breeding to put 
up with such ungentlemanly behavior. 

“T know what you’re thinking.” my 
chance acquaintance said next. “You're 
thinking that a high-toned woman like your 
wife would call out the law if some cat 
roughed her up a little. Throw it outta 
your mind! The women on your side of 
town are no different from those over here.” 

“What makes you think I’m from—” 

“You don’t live around here,” he cut in, 
“leastwise, I’ve never seen you in here be- 
fore. If you ain’t a big shot from across 
the tracks I'll eat my hat!” 

“Where I live isn’t important,” I told 
him, “but your theory is so contrary to the 
facts that I’m forced to take issue with 
them.” 

“Are you tryin’ to low-rate me by usin’ 
all that fancy talk?” he demanded, glower- 
ing at me. 

“Of course not,” I hastened to assure 
him. “Have a drink with me.” 

He thought it over a moment. “Well— 
okay. Just don’t try to play me cheap. I 
may not look so hot with my working 
clothes on, but I’m no dummy and I’ve 
been around. I’ve even played around with 
a couple of those hincty chicks on your 
side of town, believe it or not.” 

“I’ve no reason to doubt your word,” I 
said, 

“And take it from me, chum, underneath 
all those airs they put on, they’re just plain 
every-day women! Treat ’em a little rough 
and they'll melt right in your arms.” 

I eyed him dubiously, recalling the events 
of the night before, when my happy mar- 
riage had come to an abrupt end. And 
despite what Joe, my friend at the bar, had 
said, I could not help feeling that I was to 
blame for what had happened. Joe ap- 
parently decided I was not a good drinking 
companion for he soon picked up his glass 
and moved down to the other end of the 
bar, leaving me to my gloomy thoughts. 


o 
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HAD MET AND ffallen in love with 

Idell within a week of my arrival in 
Hillsboro, where I was hired for my first 
teaching job. She was the prettiest girl in 
town, the daughter of one of the leading 
citizens. Although our courtship was a 
typical romance, we prided ourselves on 
being very modern young people. We read 
all the books on psychology and marriage 
and reached an agreement that we would 
adopt a very practical, scientific approach 
to our relationship. 

For almost two years our marriage was a 
50-50 proposition, and every decision, 
whether large or small, was reached only 
after talking it over. It didn’t bother me 
too much that we usually wound up follow- 
ing Idell’s suggestions. In our circle, the 
wives handled all the social arrangements 
and inevitably this authority extended into 
other areas. 

We husbands were a completely dom- 
inated bunch of humans, mainly because 
life seemed to flow easier with that arrange- 
ment. In addition, I think every one of us 
regarded our wives as almost untouchable 
creatures, unspoiled by the base desires 
that so often turned men into brutes. 

I can’t say that I was happy with the way 
things were, but I accepted the situation. 
Idell was a very strong-minded woman, and 
being a leader in the upper circles of Hills- 
boro society made her a person who was 
accustomed to having her own way. This 
attitude of hers carried over into our per- 
sonal lives and it was she who decided how 
much time we’d spend together and when. 

If she happened to be busy with one 
of her pet projects—a nursery school or 
women voters’ league—she would turn 
aside my advances with the excuse that she 
was tired or that she had to retire early in 
order to get an early start in the morning. 

Yet, I was sure she loved me, even though 
our intimate relations lacked the unin- 
hibited passion that I had always assumed 
was part of the sexual ritual between mar- 
ried couples. I hoped all along that one 
day Idell would completely abandon her- 
self to the act of love and respond with 
every bit of feminine emotion of which she 
was capable. 

This was the state of affairs the day be- 
fore when I arrived home from work to find 
a note from my wife telling me to meet her 
at 8 at the home of one of our friends. My 
dinner, the note added, was in the oven. 
For some reason I was so irritated that I 
didn’t bother with the cold food but fixed 
myself a stiff drink instead. 

I had two more while pacing the floor 
and thinking of how long it had been since 
Idell and I had spent any time together, 
getting angrier with each passing minute. 
I'd had a rough day at work and would 
have loved to come home to a hot meal, 
pipe and slippers and the warm welcome 
of an affectionate wife. 

When I joined the group where Idell was 
waiting for me I was in even a fouler mood. 
She sensed that something was wrong and 
after greetings were over, took me aside. 





“What's the matter, dear? Didn’t yoy 
find your dinner?” 

“T didn’t take the trouble to look for it” 
I replied grimly. 

A frown flitted across her face, then she 
said, “You must be hungry then. I'll ask 
Bertha to fix you a snack. I’m sure she 
won’t mind.” 

“T would!” 

“Why, Arnold! 
wrong?” 

“Do you realize how long it’s been sing 
you and I have been together?” I de. 
manded. 

Idell glanced around quickly. “Pleas 
don’t shout,” she said. “Now what is all this 
nonsense? We’re together as often as any 
other couple. We see each other at break. 
fast and—” 

“T don’t mean just looking at each other,” 
I cut in. “I see my secretary every day, too, 
but I’m not married to her!” 

She stared at me for a moment, then 
leaned close and sniffed suspiciously. “So! 
You’ve been drinking,” she accused. “What 
are you trying to do? Embarrass me in 
front of all my friends? We'll settle this 
after you sober up!” she said, turning 
away. 

She had scolded me as if I were a 
naughty child and resentment mounted in 
me until I thought I would burst. When 
Bertha, the hostess, called me _ into the 
kitchen I passed up the sandwiches she 
offered me and resumed my drinking. Ih 
the other room I could hear the gay laugh- 
ter and inconsequential chatter of a social 
gathering exactly like dozens of others that 
Idell considered more important than any- 
thing else. 

Finally, I could take it no longer, so! 
deliberately set down my glass and strode 
into the living room. I took my wife firmly 
by the arm and announced, “I’m going 
home and you're coming with me!” 

Her eyes flashed fire. “You really are 
drunk!” she declared. “I think perhaps 
you should go home and sleep it off.” 

“And you’re coming with me,” I said 
pointedly. 

She gave me a pitying smile and turned 
her back. That infuriated me. Without 
realizing what I was doing I picked her up 
in my arms and carried her outside. | 
heard the women gasp in horror, but sev 
eral of the men present expressed their ap- 
proval and my friend Herb even opened 
the car door for me while I deposited Idell 
inside. She was speechless with rage, which 
gave me a chance to do some talking. 

All the grievances—real and imagined— 
that I had held inside me for so long poured 
out in a steady stream that was still going 
strong when we reached home. When we 
got inside, Idell turned on me. 

“You’ve been waiting a long time to pull 
this cave man act, haven’t you?” she de 
manded, “but why pick tonight?” 

“I’m sorry if I’ve said or done anything 
to hurt you, Idell, but there comes a time 
in a man’s life when he’s got to act like & 
man.” 
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“But do you have to revert to pre-his- 
toric times? This is 1954,” she shot back. 
“My feelings don’t matter, I suppose, but 
to make a fool of yourself like that—” 


She stalked into the bedroom and 
slammed the door. I followed her. She 
looked up in surprise. “I assumed you 
would sleep on the sofa tonight,” she told 

“but I'll take it if you prefer.” She 
walked back into the living room. 

“] prefer for us to stay together,” I said 


sharply. “You are my wife, you know—al- 
though sometimes I wonder about that.” 

A shaky laugh burst from her lips. 
“You're not going to get melodramatic and 
demand—’ 

I reached out and grasped her wrist. “I 
just want you to be my wife!” I grated. 

“Let go!” Her voice was cold, brittle. 

Seeing that I had no intention of re- 
leasing her, she began to struggle. We 
swayed back and forth for a moment, then 
toppled over on the sofa. Idell had both 
hands pressing against my chest as I bent 
over her. Our lips moved closer and closer 
together. 

Her eyes blazed with helpless anger as 
“You wouldn’t dare!” 

I kissed her savagely. She twisted away 
from me and leaped to her feet. Her hair 
was mussed and she backed away from me, 
breathing heavily. a hunted Jook in her eyes 
as she returned to the bedroom. I went 
after her and a few tense moments later 
had subdued her. I was more aroused than 
at any time before in our marriage and it 
seemed that for the first time Idell shared 
to the fullest the ecstasy of that wild, im- 
petuous act of love. 

The full impact of what I had done— 
violated every rule in the marriage books 
we'd read by forcing my attentions on my 
wife—came to me when I awoke the next 
morning. I hastily got ready for work and 
virtually slipped out of the house, not dar- 
ing to breathe heavily for fear of awaking 
Idell. 

Now, as I sat at a strange bar trying to 
drown my worries, I tried to forget the 
miserable day I’d spent at the office. I had 
finally reached the conclusion that the best 
thing for me to do would be to go home 
and beg Idell’s forgiveness for letting my 
animal passions get the best of me. 

But I decided that a drink would bolster 
my courage and so had stopped in the first 
bar I'd come to. None of the drinks had 
the slightest effect: 
and worried. So I just sat there, 
slowly but steadily. 

Suddenly there was a commotion at the 
door and a buxom woman walked in with 
a police officer trailing her. They peered 
along the length of the bar, then the cop 
demanded, “Well, is he here?” 

Immediately I glanced up at Joe, the 
fellow who had bragged about his way with 


she hissed. 


I guess I was too tense 
sipping 


women. Here’s where he gets his! I 
thought, but Joe went on laughing and 


talking as if nothing was about to happen. 
“ 
‘I—I don’t see him, officer,” the woman 


at the door said unc ertainly. 
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The cop shoved his cap back and put his 
fists on his hips. “Look, lady, we’ve been 
to a dozen joints looking for the man you 
claim jumped you. I got more important 
things to do than—” 

“Well, maybe he didn’t push me as hard 
as I thought,” she said apologetically. 
“Tell you what—if I see him, I'll get in 
touch with you.” 

The cop glared at her, then stamped out 
with the caustic comment, “Women—!” 

As soon as he was gone, the woman ran 
over to Joe and a short time later they were 
huddled together in a corner booth. That 
was too much for me; I just couldn’t un- 
derstand it. So I tossed a bill on the bar 
and walked out. No use prolonging it, I 
told myself, might as well face the music. 


i DON’T KNOW what I expected when I 

got home—Idell gone home to her par- 
ents: Idell waiting for me with an icy stare 
that would be harder to face than an angry 
tirade; Idell discussing divorce with some 
lawyer—I thought of these and countless 
other possibilities. One thing I was certain 
of—our marriage was wrecked and I was 
the one responsible. 

To my astonishment. Idell met me at the 
door, a soft, welcoming smile on her lips. 
She was wearing the housecoat I'd given 
her for Christmas, one of the few times 
she'd ever put it on. 

“Hurry and wash up,” she said, after 
kissing me fondly on the cheek. “We're 
having something special for dinner to- 
night and I’ve got to serve it. hot.” 

I couldn’t say a word. The calm before 
the storm, I told myself, as I followed her 
instructions. It was a marvelous meal she 
set before me and later, as I relaxed in the 
living room, Idell brought me a drink. 

“No meeting tonight?” I asked, unable 
to curb my curiosity any longer. 

She nodded. “But I got excused tonight. 
I've got more important business—unfin- 
ished business,” she added with a smile. 

“T don’t get it.” I said, more puzzled than 
ever. “I thought you'd be angry with me.” 

“For heaven’s sake, why?” 

“Well, you must admit I was rather— 
well, a little vulgar last night.” 

She moved next to me and rested her 
head on my shoulder. “Darling, you were 
a lot of things last night, but definitely not 
vulgar,” she said softly. “Whatever you 
were. though, I like you that way.” 

I had only a vague idea of what she was 
talking about, but as I set down my drink 
and took her into my arms, I thought of 
Joe and wondered how he was making out. 
We'd probably never meet again, but if we 
ever did I'd have to tell him that his theory 
worked—at least in my case it did. 

The change that our marriage went 
through after that first night I asserted my- 
self remained a puzzle to me until I began 
to look for more authoritative opinion than 
that expressed by Joe at the bar. Being 
an instructor in literature, it was only nat- 
ural that Shakespeare’s “Taming of the 
Shrew” came to mind. 


OU 


I recalled how the husband starved and 
humbled his shrewish wife until she was 
ready to admit he was head of the house. 
A little drastic perhaps, but the results 
more than justified the means. 

My research was not confined to the 
classics; I delved into every book and ar- 
ticle I could find. I wanted to learn 
whether or not women like cave man lovers. 
The answer is “yes,” according to Dr. 
Shailer Upton Lawton, who states that a 
mild form of “sadism is present to some 
degree in most men.” 

“Many husbands, for example, find that 
pinching, digging nails into and _ biting 
their wives during marital relations height- 
ens their excitement. Such painful displays 
of affection are widely known as ‘love 
pinches,’ ‘love scratches,’ and ‘love bites,’ 
showing that they are widely accepted as 
manifestations of passion, rather than of 
cruelty.” 

Pointing out that animals indulge in 
playful rough and tumble before mating 
because it involves intimate physical con- 
tact and is therefore stimulating, Dr. Law- 
ton continues: 

“A key fact about the normal sadism of 
the male is that women enjoy being made 
love to ‘cave-man style,’ provided that this 
represents aggressive masculinity and does 
not involve them in any genuine injury or 
serious pain. The weaker sex impulse of 
the female is usually stimulated by a force- 
ful male approach. even in the case of 
highly repressed women.” 

Dr. Helene Deutsch echoes this opinion 
in her book, The Psychology of Women. 
She writes, “Acceptance of pain associated 
with pleasure. or of pleasure associated 
with pain, may result in such a close con- 
nection between the two that the sexual 
pleasure becomes dependent upon pain. 
This feminine sexuality acquires a maso- 
chistic (pain-loving) character. Actually a 
certain amount of masochism as_ psycho- 
logic preparation for adjustment to the 
sexual functions is necessary in woman.” 

After reading such statements, I won- 
dered how they fit in with the warnings in 
marriage relations books that the bride- 
groom should be gentle and considerate of 
his bride and not be guilty of “wedding 
night rape.” It was not difficult to reason 
out that cave-man tactics on the first night 
might not only result in physical injury to 
a virginal bride but create a psychological 
block that might never be overcome. 

Marlene Dietrich, an obvious authority 
on the art of being charmingly feminine, 
wrote in a recent magazine article, “To be 
completely woman, you need a master and 
in him a compass for your life. You need 
a man you can look up to and respect. If 
you dethrone him, it’s no wonder you are 
discontented. . . . Some women should do 
with a bit of spanking to answer their com- 


b) 


plaining.” 

Inflicting minor pain on their wives and 
deriving pleasant thrills from such actions 
was admitted by 51 out of 100 husbands 
questioned by Dr. G. V. Hamilton. Far 


from being “abnormal,” such behavior js 
commonplace. “The love bite . . . is so 
common in one degree or another as to be 
considered almost normal,” declares Dr, 
G. Lombard Kelly, medical college presi. 
dent. “The desire to bite may be due to q 
tendency to show affection or it may be due 
to an excess of amorousness in coitus . ,, 
It is, at any rate, a symbol of love or pas. 
sion, and is not intended as an act of 
cruelty.” 

In the words of Dr. Rene Guyon. world 
authority on sex behavior, “Men often at. 
tach a high value to female modesty in 
order to enjoy a greater thrill whenever 
they are allowed, in all privacy and inti. 
macy, to crush and trample on this modesty 
and to transform it into immodesty . ., 
It is a species of sadism: the man delights 
in venging himself on modesty and repres. 
sion, in teaching the woman of his choice 
a lesson which is diametrically opposed to 
and destructive of, those lessons of mod- 
esty which had previously been taught to 
both.” 

A revealing comment on the way women 
feel on the subject is given by Washington 
psychiatrist. Dr. Frank S. Caprio. 

“Wives often complain that their hus. 
bands radiate a lack of confidence in their 
ability to carry out the sex act. Their em- 
brace is weak. They go about sex relations 
as though they were committing a sin of 
some kind. This is anything but a roman- 
tic approach. These same husbands are 
excessively modest, as though they had to 
apologize for their sexual inclinations . .. 

“Their sexual reticence is the result of 
fear and a puritanical attitude toward sex. 
They are handicapped by a sense of shame 
and guilt in relations to sex which they re- 
gard as animalistic and sensuous. A wife: 
patient has often told me, ‘My husband 
kisses me as if he were kissing his sister.’ 
Most women react badly to sexual shyness.” 

All the authorities carefully point out, 
however. that uninhibited savagery and in- 
flicting pain purely for its own sake trans- 
forms normal sadistic tendencies into per- 
version. The man who has no psychological 
problems will have no trouble recognizing 
where to draw the line. 

“In normal sex relations,” says Dr. Eu 
stace Chesser, “the man’s aggressiveness 
and the woman’s passivity are but a means 
to an end—coitus.” And if this sounds too 
anti-feminine for today’s smart. sophisti- 
cated women, Dr. Kelly adds this reminder: 

“Sexual subjection on the part of woman 
toward man does not necessarily mean that 
she is in every way his slave, for she may 
otherwise be quite independent . . . Let 
the play of love follow what course of ease 
or toughness it may, provided the final 
gratification is obtained by each.” 


THE END 
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A New Record 
For The Stork 
(Continued from Page 41) 


mouths when she looks at her urgent young. 
For the newborn baby is interested in just 
one thing—food. Food is the center of his 
tiny universe. In the first weeks, when he 
sleeps placidly by the hour, hunger is the 
only compelling need he recognizes and 
sucking is his only active pleasure. 

Even in these early days, however. a baby 
associates warmth and closeness with se- 
curity, particularly at mealtime. The bot- 
tle baby will get the wonderful feeling of 
satisfaction and contentment enjoyed by 
the breast-fed child if he is held and cud- 
dled while being fed, say child experts. 

A baby’s appetite varies. It is controlled 
by contentment, not by ounce markings on 
the bottle. Sometimes a mother’s anxious 
eyes are bigger than baby’s appetite. The 
new thinking is to let the baby be the judge 
of when he’s had enough. He’ll make up 
that extra ounce of formula next time. 

The newborn infant has no food likes 
or dislikes. The old idea was that he be- 
gan to form food tastes around the age of 
two. Now we’re told that food habits, good 
or bad, begin in the cradle . . . that early 
associations with food should be pleasant. 
Variety is introduced early in the diet, not 
only for the extra nutrients, but because 
a young child needs to know and accept 
many foods and flavors. 

A healthy baby loves to eat and if all 
his associations with eating have been 
happy, he will welcome new and different 
foods when he is ready for them. However 
each new food is an adventure, calling for 
plenty of one-taste-at-a-time patience. No 
baby wants to be hurried at mealtime. 
Plenty of years ahead to eat-and-run. Many 
a feeding problem can be traced to an 
over-anxious mother who was determined 
to stoke baby’s dinner like so much fuel. 

The Doctor is the best judge of timing, 
for each baby is an individual, developing 
in his own very special way. Perhaps the 
baby next door is already on strained 
meats, fruits and vegetables. His rate of 
progress cannot be a measuring stick for 
your child’s. 

Babies get their starting cereals very 
early, in a matter of weeks. The ready-to- 
use cereal, prepared in several varieties, 
is simply stirred smooth with warm formu- 
la or milk. Consistency is semi-liquid 
first, to help the infant who so far knows 
only sucking. Gradually more cereal is 
added, so that the comforting food is semi- 
solid. 

Cod-liver oil is usually given before the 
end of the first month to insure an ade- 
quate supply of vitamin D, commonly 
called the sunshine vitamin. 

Most Doctors early prescribe some form 
of ascorbic ac id, vitamin C. Often orange 
juice comes along at about six weeks, when 
it may be diluted with boiled water. (Full 


orange flavor is too much of a change for 
a tiny baby.) Finely strained, juice, from 
tree-ripened oranges, now is available for 
babies the year-round. 

Grandma still is surprised to see the be- 
ginner of three or four weeks getting his 
first tastes of strained fruit, such as bland 
pears or peaches. (Later on, a few spoon- 
fuls of fruit are stirred into his supper 
cereal.) Some pediatricians favor starting 
vegetables ahead of fruits because a baby 
prefers sweet flavors and may resist vege- 
tables and meats when added later. 

Regardless of order, the little tykes pro- 
gress fast. getting their strained meats any- 
where from two to three months. Like the 
other foods developed especially for babies, 
they are available in variety. ready-to-use 
after warming slightly. Recommended 
method is to take out the baby’s portion, 
quickly cover and refrigerate the remainder 
of the 3% oz. container. The small dish 
holding baby’s serving is readily warmed 
by placing it in hot water. 

Another important food for babies, egg 
yolks, 
form, joins the infant menu about the same 
time as the meats. Strained vegetables 
and vegetable-meat (often 
termed soups) come along readily from 
Puddings are added for 


now prepared in creamy strained 


combinations. 


three months on. 
variety and these custards give an extra 
dividend in milk and eggs. 

At four months, the menu of most mod- 
ern babies is a source of pride and wonder 
to his admiring parents, certainly to the 
dazed grandparents. Carrying out just what 
the doctor orders nowadays, would keep a 
mother working from dawn to dark were it 
not for the baby food companies, who have 
kept step with medical thinking on variety. 
The pioneer firm, Gerber’s, have more than 
sixty strained and junior foods and special- 
ties like teething biscuits on the market. 
Gerber’s first strained foods went on the 
grocery ian in 1928. 

Increasing time, care, expense go into 
quality control of foods for babies, with 
special thought to conserving nutrients 
along with flavor and color. Quality con- 
trol even precedes planting by watching 
over the type of ground and its irrigation. 
Repeated tests for quality may be seen 
along the baby foods production line, and 
from each batch several containers are 
put into storage to be laboratory-tested at 
stated intervals. Interestingly, each batch 
of baby food has a case history—in writing 
—and each container wears a code so that 
its background can be quickly traced. 

So essential is good color in baby foods 
today, that a leading company has designed 
a special room with ideal lighting and a 
where the color 
Surveys have 


minimum of distractions, 
of each food can be studied. 
shown that babies are partial to yellow, 
which may account for the popularity of 
such golden foods as strained and junior 
squash, carrots, peaches, 


THE END 


sweet potatoes, 
apricots. 
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“BE-GONE” OIL SHAMPOO 


TINT is a permanent dye. It will —" 
not rub out. It cannot wash out. Wyte Today } 


—S aw ee eee oe ee ee ee oe 
;GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 

t DEPT. YB-5, BROOKLYN 35, N.Y. 

th Send me everything, complete, THE MOR- 
TON PERFECT HAIR COLORING BRUSH, 
the shade of “BE-GONE” OIL SHAMPOO 
TINT as marked above with full directions 
and WRITTEN MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. 
On delivery | will poy postman only $2.98 
plus postage. 
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AT HOME!/ 


write BOX 14, BELMONT, MASS. 
AND WORRY 
Worried about Money, Love, 
Health, Work, Family or any 
Personal Problem? 
FREE book “How To Receive” 
reveals inner secrets for re- 
ceiving God’s powerful help 
and peace of mind. Tells what 
to do and how to do it. Mailed in a plain 
sealed envelope. If worried by a personal 
problem, send for it today. 


The Triangle Society 
Box 6839 Dept. 15 Kansas City 30, Mo. 


SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 
PLAY GUITAR 


IN 7 DAYS 
“DR GET MONEY BALK 


SURPRISE FRIENDS, RELATIVES, HAVE 
POPULARITY AND FUN GALORE! 
In this introductory offer you get TOP 
RADIO GUITARIST ED SALE’S famous 
66 page secret system worth $2.75 
which positively teaches you to play a 
beautiful song the first day and any 
song by ear or note in seven days! 
Comtnios 52 photos, 87 finger placing 
Shows how to tune, keep 
bass runs, dance 



















+ ete, 


pay ” caiman 
3.00 with order 

(Sorry, no C 

Canada and 





oO. D. 
nd I pay postage.) 
F 


Same Guarantee. 
to APO, FPO or ou tside U. 
$3.00 with order. 


ED SALE * STUDIO 790-BA * BRADLEY BEACH, N. J. 
8l 


o. D. 
Sorcign 














FREE —_ Each Order of 4 or More 


{ RECORD (our choice) 
{1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
VE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles....... 3 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace...... d 
YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed.. . 
MY BABE—Little Walter................ .89 
FLIP FLOP AND FLY—Joe Turner....... d 
WHATCHA GONNA DO—Drifters......... J 
LOVE STRUCK—Chuck Willis........... a 
LOVING YOU—Lowell Fulsom........... P 
DON’T YOU KNOW—Fats Domino........ J 
WHATTYA GONNA DO—Robins.......... d 
YOU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. King...... é 
LOVE ME—Fats Domino................. 4 
1'M READY—Muddy Waters.............. d 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace F 
JOHNNY HAS GONE—Varetta Dillard.... . 
IT MAY SOUND SILLY—Ivory Joe Hunter 
JOHNNY ACE’S LAST LETTER 
—Johnny Fuller 
RING-A-LING-A-LING—Midnighters 
THE LETTER—Medallions é 
MAMBO BABY—Ruth Brown............. F 
SOME DAY—Drifters d 
THE TELEGRAM—Medallions............ d 
OH WHAT A DREAM—Ruth Brown...... d 
ANNIE S GOT A BABY—Midnighters.. 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ 
LOVE WILL MAKE YOUR MIND GO WILD- 
—Penguins . 
NATURAL BORN LOVER—Muddy Waters. 
PACK YOUR SUITCASE—Fats Domino. 
BYE BYE YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown.... .89 
BABY LET’S PLAY HOUSE—Arthur Gunter . 
CHANGED MY MIND—Chuck Willis...... -89 
TWEEDLEE DEE—LaVerne Baker 
SICK FEELING BLUES—Lightning Hopkins . 
EARTH ANGEL—Penguins............... .89 
HEARTS OF STONE—Charms............ d 
SINCERELY—Moonglows 
YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF 
—Little Walter 
!T HURTS ME TO MY HEART—Faye Adams... . 

} POISON IVY—Willie Mabon 8 
TROUBLES DON’T LAST—Guitar Slim.......... a 
EBBTIDE—Roy Hamilton a 
MELLOW DOWN EASY —Little Walter.......... ° 
SHOO DOO BE DOO—Moonlighters.............. F 
WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters.......... 
JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muday Waters..... .89 
NOTHING BUT THE ag en meg Hopkins . 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace. sate a 
EVERYTHING I DO IS WRONG—B. B. King... a 

8! 


SEXY WAYS—Midnighters ................2-05- -89 
ND 


SHAKE, RATTLE A ROLL—Joe Turner...... ‘ 
! tt YOUR LOVE—Pece Wee Crayton. = 
ee Ee ELEN WORE oy ccs cine vos co neseceees . 
THINKING OF YOU—Fats Domino............ F 
YOU + at T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed. al 
YOU'RE MINE—Shirley Gunter 

sah LITTLE THING—Midnighte 

YOU DONE ME WRONG—Fats Domino. 
RECONSIDER BAB Y—Lowell Fulsom. 


YOU'RE So Asa Ang Walter 
SHAKE A HAND—Favye ! 


SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ac 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters 

THE CLOCK Johnny Ace. 

PLEASE DON’T AVE ME. 

CROSS MY HEART Johnny Ace 

KO KO MO—Gene and Eunice 

LOVE YOU MADLY—Charlie and Ray 


SPIRITUALS 


YOU MUST BE BORN AGAIN 
—Gospel Harmonettes . 

HE’LL UNDERSTAND—Davis Sisters........... .89 
WILL THE LORD BE WITH ME 

—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
| FEEL THE SPIRIT—Prof. A. Bradford........ -89 
IT MUST BE JESUS—Southern Tones.......... -89 
HE LIFTED ME—Prof. A. Bradford............. 89 
PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds....... d 
GOIN’ ON WITH JESUS—Nightingales 8 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. A. Bradford... . 
LORD LORD LORD—Prof. A. Bradford......... 8 
MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters............ ° 
THE BALL GAME —Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro....... ° 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet....... d 
LET'S GO TO THE PROGRAM—D. Il. Birds.... 
SIT DOWN SERVANT— Swanee Quintet Pea amarie - 


WONDER WILL I EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson . 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys...... .89 
SURELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Memphi 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Da SaaS ta 
HOW porcegll ae Ward Singers............. é 
ONE WAY REET—Clara Ward ° 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy........ d 
| WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys......... ... m 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson...... . 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers...... 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys............. = 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys.......... e 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy...... d 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys........ ecemie 
SURELY GOD 1S ABLE—Ward Singers 2 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers....... d 
MILKY WHITE WAY—Trumpeteers.............. d 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers. 
) TELL THE ANGE* S—Ward Singers. 
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NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY DEPT. T 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 25) 


plays and sings straight stuff, has a hard 
time making it with people who sell rec- 
ords. Disc promoters today generally ignore 
real music for freak lyrics or melodies be- 
cause they believe the public will not spend 
big for anything but off-beat offerings. 

While aware of the ruling attitudes 
popular music currently, Nellie declares 
that she does not intend to change her style 
in any way. “After all,” she explains, 
“you've got to be honest and play music 
the way you feel it, no matter what type of 
music is popular. If you don’t, the audi- 
ence will sense that you’re straining and 
won't really like what you’re doing.” 

Musically, Nellie has a solid background. 
She came from a musical family of Lake 
Charles, La., her father being one of the 
hottest bass players in the South at one 
time during the yesteryears. While only a 
little tot. she began picking out tunes on 
the keyboard. By her seventh birthday, 
she had exhibited promising talents as a 
musician. At 14. she joined a band with 
her father and Bunk Johnson, late famed 
trumpeter. The group played one nighters 
throughout Louisiana and Texas. After 
playing the circuits for severals years, Nel- 
lie quit the group and headed for “greener 
pastures” in California. But things didn’t 
turn out as well there as she had expected. 
She plugged around the Golden State about 
12 years before her big break came. 

The way Nellie got to move from ob- 
scurity to stardom is an unusual story. In 
Los Angeles in 1947, she volunteered to 
entertain on the broadcast of a March of 
Dimes benefit show. She went on as an 
unknown who played intermission dates in 
honkytonk clubs but she came off with a 
bigtime record contract. Artists & Reper- 
toire man Dave Dexter of Capitol Records 
heard the broadcast and was excited by 
Nellie’s performance, so much so in fact 
that he immediately signed her for his 
label. 

Nellie waxed Hurry On Down as her first 
recording for Capitol. Less than a year 
after the side was released, it had been 
bought across record counters by more than 
1,000,000 people and Nellie was made as 
a star. Followed for her more hit records 
like Fine Brown Frame and topnotch book- 
ings in theaters and night clubs around the 
U. S. where she drew salaries as high as 
$3,500 a week. She has been on bigtime 
ever since. 

Nellie is not only a first class performer 
of songs but she can arrange and compose 
with the best of them. Of all the tunes she 
has recorded to date (the number is more 
than 50), almost half are her own compo- 
sitions. She’s now a member of ASCAP 
(American Society of Composers and Pub- 
lishers) and it is one of her proudest 
achievements. 

Nellie records and works personal ap- 
pearances with just the rhythm support of 
a drummer and a bassist. 


Cool Talk 


(Continued from Page 11) 


never get remorse for riding on that 
“horse;” and the hemp makes me limp 
and I’m ready to go when the cat hollerg 
snow. And I’m not lame in the brain fre 

a snort of cocaine. In my daily ration 
there is no passion for the rope without 
hope. I won’t raise my roof from a ball 
that’s goof. I’ve followed funeral coaches 
filled with cats who smoked the roaches, 
On the high seas I’ve dug sailors who 
ashore were real cool “tailors.” down with 
the sewing although it was not snowing; 
and at this late juncture, I'll never Jet 
them puncture my righteous veins for the 
injection of those grains. I dig all wines 
and the “There-He-Goes;” I’m hip to all 
the shorties and all the two-for-forties; 
pick up on rums and the stumblebums, 
the ones who guzzle booze to beat the 
weary blues. 

(Jim, ’'m not preaching, I’m on with 
teaching! If his broad’s a coker, a squire 
might some day chokey her; so ride with 
the tide, Hoss so you can be Boss.) 

“Well, Dad,” and he looked read sad) 
“Please drop in my pad and knock 
main Jane, a squealer named Aurelia, 
the smell of how I fell. Hip the chick 
get real slick and to cut for the turf for alf 
she’s worth so she can get some bread to” 
pay for the shed. Tell her this stud iv 
blue has me tight as glue and I’m giving’ 
up the stable because I won’t be able t 
budge that judge when he flips the pages 
to find out the wages of peddling and 
meddling in the Land of High where your 
roof hits the sky. When he digs his Book 
of Many years, he’ll lay them twelves on 
me without tears. 

“Oil her think-thatch with the wig-wag 
that my broad, Mag, was a mighty old 
hag, but without a doubt, I put her out 
to make room for my new Sh-Boom, the 
brand new squealer, the chick called Aw 
relia. Hip her, Dad, to the exact fact th 
she sent her bud, Peter The Rabbit, to 
put me on the habit; that I know it be 
cause we both show it. You can also beat 
it out to her that I’m going where th 
want plenty hoeing and where they'Té 
never bothered when it’s snowing; shell 
latch on to that, catch on? 

“Tell her I'll be making small ones ot 
of the big ones while the wardens keep 
me covered with their guns. Tell her that 
although it’s real dirty, she can dig m 
every thirty. Above all, tell her that’ 
love her and that I'll be thinking of he 
and for her not to get frisky and giv 
some other cat my whiskey. Tell her Im 
thinking, blinking and winking so mue 
I'm stinking. That if she’s true there 
nothing I won’t do, but if she’s wild, she 
be a sorry child, for I'll butt and I'll c 
Ill be a brute and I'll shoot; [ll wha 
and flail and run her and gun her fro 
the end of time to the other. Dig 
brother?” 


' 
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